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Low  La  VaIentine 
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CRanneR  LaI<e  Huron 
Turn-'Ons:  An  attractive 

WOMAN  dRESSEd 
ATTRACTiVEly. 

TuRN'Offs:  War. 

PEOplE  who  TaI<E  AdvANTAqE 
of  tRe  VulNERAblE. 


FemaIe  name  ORiqiN:  LowIa  was 

pOETiCAlly  fiCENSEd  fROM  tRe  Ki N l<S 
ANd  tReIr  fAMOUS  SONq.  VaIentine 
WAS  boRROWEd  fROM  A fEMAlE  RAdiO 

show  Rost  tRat  I was  lisTENiNq  to 
AS  I dROVE  TO  A TC  pARTy  iN 
MiNNEApoliS  . I JUST  lil<Ed  iT. 
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LL:  Lowla  Valentine,  welcome  to  the  LadyLike  Profile. 

L:  Thanks  so  much  for  inviting  me  to  be  a Profile  girl.  I hope  your  ques- 
tions aren't  going  to  be  too  tough. 

LL  : Don't  worry.  We  never  get  too  harsh  and  there  won't  be  a test.  First 
off  though,  I must  ask  you  why  you  spell  your  name  "Low"  la. 

L:  Not  wanting  to  tread  on  the  toes  of  The  Kinks  and  the  existing  Lola's 
out  there  I decided  to  add  the  "w"  as  a variation  on  a theme.  With  the  cur- 
rent "W"  in  Washington  I wish  I hadn't  added  the  "w." 

LL.  Well  it  makes  you  distinctive.  What's  your  first  crossdressing  memory? 

L:  It  was  Halloween  and  I was  about  six  years  old.  I was  in  first  grade  at 
the  time.  My  mother  had  gone  to  great  effort  to  make  me  a king  costume.  I 
thought  it  was  great  because  I got  to  wear  tights  with  it. 

LL:  Tights  are  nice  but  with  a king  costume?  That's  not  so  exciting. 

L:  I'm  not  done.  I was  happy  with  the  king  thing  till  my  friend  from  next 
door  came  over  dressed  as  a girl,  complete  with  wig,  makeup  and  a dress.  I 
remember  feeling  pangs  of  jealousy  and  the  king  costume  suddenly 
seemed  much  less  desirable. 

LL:  So,  like  many  of  us,  you  were  quite  young  when  you  first  thought 
dressing  in  girl's  clothes  might  be  fun.  Do  you  have  any  theory  you  attrib- 
ute our  hobby  to? 

L:  Well,  the  question  comes  up  whether  crossdressing  is  nature  or  nur- 
ture. Are  we  born  this  way  or  do  early  life  experiences  mold  us  this  way?  I 
can't  think  of  a thing  that  had  happened  prior  to  that  Halloween  incident 
that  could  have  influenced  me. 

LL:  Any  parental  push  toward  femininity? 

L:  My  Dad  wasn't  around  much,  but  when  he  was  there  we  had  a great 
relationship.  My  mother  was,  and  is,  rather  obsessive,  but  she  was  just  your 
average  housewife  of  the  time  and  wasn't  dressing  me  in  pink  or  anything 
like  that. 

LL:  Pink  would  have  brought  out  your  eyes.  What  about  siblings?  Any 
crossdressing  influences  there? 

L:  I had  two  younger  sisters,  both  of  whom  were  pretty,  feminine  girls 
but  our  relationship  was  the  standard  brother-sister  stuff  with  me  terrorizing 
them  on  a regular  basis. 

LL:  Your  conclusion,  then? 

L:  Judging  from  my  own  experience  I'd  have  to  come  down  on  the  side 
of  nature. 

LL:  We  imagine  you  did  some  private  dressing  up  after  the  idea  first 
struck  you.  With  two  sisters  and  a mom  it  must  have  been  like  having  your 
own  femme  clothing  buffet. 

L:  By  around  age  14  I remember  I'd  accumulated  some  pantyhose  and 
a few  female  undergarments,  mostly  pilfered  from  my  younger  sister's  lin- 
gerie drawer.  I had  them  hidden  between  my  mattress  and  box  spring.  One 
day  my  mother  decided  to  flip  the  mattresses.  (Why  do  mother's  do  that?) 
She  discovered  my  "stash"  of  girl  clothes  and  confronted  me. 

LL:  What  did  you  say? 

L:  I was  embarrassed  and  really  didn't  say 
much.  Later  that  day  she  had  my  Dad  talk  to 
me  about  it.  He  was  pretty  uncomfortable 
discussing  things  and  the  whole  issue 
sort  of  got  swept  under  the  rug.  I 
made  sure  I had  better  hiding 
places  in  the  future.  To  this 
day  none  of  my  nuclear 
family  knows  of  Lowla. 


LL:  Do  you  think  you'll  ever  tell  them? 

L:  At  this  point  I have  no  plans  for  their  enlightenment. 

LL:  Some  of  us  take  a long  time  to  get  out  of  the  house 
and  do  things  in  the  real  world  while  dressed.  When  did 
you  make  your  first  foray? 

L:  All  the  way  back  in  college,  I was  probably  22  or 
23,  lithe,  fit,  single,  gender  confused  and  scared  to  death 
that  anyone  should  know  that  I crossdressed. 

LL:  Wow,  I wish  I'd  had  the  courage  to  get  out  then. 
Tell  us  about  it. 

L:  I didn't  have  much  money  to  buy  a femme 
wardrobe — let  alone  all  the  other  paraphernalia  you  need 
to  adequately  appear  feminine.  I had  a small  suitcase  with 
a few  clothes  and  some  pilfered  cosmetics  from  my  sis- 
ter's dressing  table,  and  I had  ordered  a long  blond  wig 
from  Frederick's.  I knew  of  a gay  club  nearby  that  had  a 
crossdressing  competition  every  Halloween. 

LL:  Good  old  Halloween.  What  would  we  do  without 
it?  Were  you  planning  on  joining  the  competition? 

L:  I decided  that  I needed  to  attend  although  I had  no 
intention  of  participating.  I got  dressed  in  my  dorm  room 
in  the  short  skirt  and  tight  sweater  ensemble,  applied  my 
makeup  and  put  on  my  wig. 

LL:  Now  that  takes  nerve.  I can't  even  imagine  doing 
that  in  my  old  dorm.  Did  you  make  it  out  okay? 

L:  I checked  to  be  sure  the  coast  was  clear  and  made  it 
to  the  stairwell  and  down  to  my  car  without  being  seen  or 
confronted.  I was  driven  to  go  to  that  club  but  I was  very 
paranoid.  I arrived  late  and  the  competition  was  already 
underway.  The  club  was  dark  except  for  a spotlight  on  the 
mistress  of  ceremonies — who  was  dressed  in  a Playboy 
bunny  outfit  and  was  looking  very  sexy.  That  was  the  first 
time  I had  ever  seen  really  effective  tucking.  There  were  a 
dozen  or  so  contestants.  One  girl  looked  like  she  had 


stepped  out  of  a Cinderella  story  in  a pouffy,  silvery,  sparkly, 
spectacular  gown.  She  was  beautifully  put  together  and  very 
convincing.  Another  was  a punkish  girl  with  black  on 
black  on  black — sexy  though,  and  very  feminine.  The 
others  varied  from  clearly  spoof-like  to  moderately 
decent.  By  this  time  I had  settled  up  against  a wall  try- 
ing my  best  to  blend  with  the  wallpaper  and  be  incon- 
spicuous. Miss  Spectacular  went  on  to  win  the 
competition.  I was  just  starting  to  get  semi-comfort- 
able  with  the  whole  thing  when  the  spotlight 
swung  over  and  landed  squarely  on  me.  Never 
having  had  a zillion  watt  bulb  burning  into  my 
retina  before  I did  what  any  non-experienced, 
timid  crossdresser  would  do — I froze  like  a 
deer  in  the  headlights. 

Li:  Oh  my  God!  Your  first  time  out,  ever. 

What  happened? 

L:  After  what  seemed  like  an  hour  or  two 
Miss  Playboy  Bunny  tried  to  reassure  me  that 
everything  was  fine  and  that  I looked  beautiful.  I 
wasn't  even  processing  at  that  point  and  remained  very  self  conscious  and  ter- 
rified. Eventually  the  crowd  figured  I was  either  a member  of  a Helen  Keller 
cult,  seriously  screwed  up,  autistic,  or  all  three,  and  she  moved  on  to  greener 
pastures.  After  I started  breathing  again  I promptly  left  the  club  in  a state  of 
anxiety  and  started  across  the  block  wide  parking  lot  towards  my  car. 
Two  guys  quickly  followed  behind  me.  I don't  know  whether  they 
thought  I was  a boy  or  a girl,  didn't  know  what  their  intentions  were 
and  didn't  much  care  at  that  point. 

LL:  You  really  were  on  sensory  overload.  What  happened? 

L:  : Basically  I freaked  and  ran  for  the  car.  I made  it  to  the  car 
just  before  my  new  found  admirers  and  shut  and  locked  the  doors 
as  they  started  pounding  on  the  driver's  side  window. 

LL  Pounding?  You  must  have  felt  like  passing  out. 

L:  I briefly  considered  both  cardiac  arrest  and  vehicular 
homicide  but  decided  I'd  had  enough  excitement  for  one 
evening  and  headed  back  to  my  dorm. 

LL:  Please,  tell  us  you  made  it  back  without  any  trouble. 

L:  I did  the  cat-burglar  routine  again  and  got  back  inside  safe 
and  sound,  and  crumpled  on  the  bed. 

LL:  How  did  you  feel  then,  after  you'd  made  it  to  safety? 

L:  Despite  the  fearful  moments  it  was  an  exhilarating  evening. 
LL:  I have  to  admit,  I still  get  jazzed  up  right  before  I go  out  the 
door.  Adrenaline,  or  something  like  that. 

L:  I think  it's  because  there  is  still  an  element  of  risk  involved. 
People  remain  suspicious  of  other  people  who  feel  the  need  to 
disguise  their  appearance,  and  is  there  any  more  profound  change 
in  appearance  than  from  male  to  female? 

LL:  Yes,  that's  one  of  the  basic  misunderstandings  about  why 
we  dress  up.  We're  not  doing  it  to  disguise  ourselves. 

L:  But,  paradoxically  in  many  TG  girls,  the  disguised  version  is 
probably  a truer  representation  of  who  we  really  are  than  the 
"real"  version  people  see  every  day. 

LL:  You  said  your  parents  and  siblings  don't  know  about  Lowla. 
How  about  your  wife? 

L:  It's  a little  like  the  Clinton  Administration's  "Don't  Ask,  Don't 
Tell"  policy  on  gays  in  the  military.  She  knows  about  Lowla  but  we 
don't  talk  about  it  and  she  doesn't  know  what  I'm  up  to. 

LL:  How  did  she  find  out? 

L:  In  a perfect  world  I would  have  had  it  together  enough  to 
use  a script,  something  like  JoAnn's  book,  Coping  With  Cross- 
dressing, and  would  have  proactively  broached  the  subject,  my 
wife  would  have  embraced  Lowla  with  open  arms  and  we  both 
would  have  lived  happily  ever  after. 
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LL:  That  didn't  happen,  right? 

L:  No,  that  didn't  happen.  Back  when  we  first  met  and  became 
seriously  involved  I had  thought  long  and  hard  about  whether  to 
be  up  front  with  my  wife  about  my  crossdressing.  My  fears  were 
that  if  I was  honest  about  the  situation  she  would  view  me  as 
some  sort  of  pervert  and  that  I would  lose  her.  I loved  her  and 
couldn't  face  that  possibility. 

Z.Z.;The  classic  heterosexual  crossdresser  conundrum. 

L:  Bet  you  can't  say  that  three  times  fast. 

LL:  Probably  not.  But  please,  go  on  with  your  story. 

L:  : One  day,  when  we  were  talking  about  an  ex-boyfriend  of 
hers  she  mentioned  that  he  had  a habit  of  dressing  in  her  night- 
gowns and  that  had  been  something  she  had  difficulty  accepting.  I 
decided  then  and  there  that  my  secret  would  remain  just  that. 

LL:  That's  a tough  decision.  But,  if  you  didn't  tell  her  how  did 
she  find  out? 

L:  Before  I get  too  serious  here  and  form  forehead  wrinkles  that 
are  going  to  need  Botox,  let  me  just  say  that  the  circumstances 
around  my  wife  discovering  Lowla  were  sort  of  funny.  I had  accu- 
mulated a fair  number  of  photos  of  me  in  drag  and  had  them 
stored  on  my  computer  at  work. 

LL:  Now  there's  a classic  crossdresser  mistake. 

L:  Yep.  During  some  down  time  I had  been  sorting  through 
some  of  them  and  left  one  particularly  sexy  shot  minimized  on  my 
desktop.  My  wife,  who  never  stopped  by  my  office,  just  hap- 
pened to  stop  by  that  day,  and  while  waiting  for  me  ha 
pened  lo  open  that  photograph.  Prior  to  that  moment, 
my  wife  had  suspicions  that  all  was  not  what  it 
seemed.  She  knew  that  there  was  a secretive 
area  in  my  life  that  she  lacked  access  to. 

After  all,  I'd  been  hiding  my  crossdressing 
for  1 8 years  at  that  point. 

Z.I;What  happened? 

L:  She  confronted  me  and  accused  me 
of  having  an  affair — with  myself  no  less! 

LL:  We  sort  of  do,  don't  we? 

L:  With  the  level  of  narcissism  involved 
you  could  say  that.  Well,  when  I pointed 
out  that  the  woman  involved  in  my  "affair" 
wasn't  a woman  but  was  in  fact  me  she  was 
absolutely  shocked.  I couldn't  decide  at  the 
time  if  it  was  shock  from  looking  at  her 
unrecognized  husband  in  a dress  and 
heels,  or  relief,  for  the  same  reason. 

LZ.;What  happened  then? 

L:  A series  of  conversations  followed.  I 
would  say  that  in  the  next  few  months  we 
had  the  most  honest  communication  with 
one  another  that  we  had  experienced  in 
our  entire  relationship.  I was  hopeful  that 
we'd  come  to  some  compromise  with 
respect  to  my  transgenderism. 

LL:  But  it  didn't  work? 

L:  She  tried, she  really  tried  to  accept  both 
sides  of  me,  but  despite  a valiant  effort  she 
wasn't  successful.  She  couldn't  actually 
bring  herself  to  the  point  where  she  was 
comfortable  with  me  dressing  in  front  of  her. 

She  worried  constantly  about  the  social 
rejection  within  our  circle  of  friends,  or  in 
the  community  if  anyone  found  out.  She 
worried  about  me  coming  to  physical  harm 
while  out  dressed  as  Lowla.  She  worried  that 


I might  lose  my  job  if  my  employer  found  out.  She  couldn't  accept 
the  time  and  money  I spent  on  Lowla.  It  also  may  have  been  that  it 
was  just  too  much  of  a threat  to  her  own  femininity,  or  there  may 
have  been  other  factors  that  I just  never  did  understand. 

LL:  You  pretty  much  covered  all  the  reasons  a woman  can't 
deal  with  a husband's  crossdressing.  But  you  couldn't  do  anything 
to  reassure  her? 

L:  No.  After  an  initial  "honeymoon  period,"  it  became  clear  to  me 
that  she  had  really  started  to  resent  my  en  femme  time.  I sensed  that  I 
was  going  to  have  to  abandon  one  of  the  women  in  my  life — Lowla 
or  my  wife. 

LL:  So  you  shoved  Lowla  back  in  the  closet. 

L:  It  wasn't  really  that  much  of  a debate.  Lowla  went  back 
underground  and  has  remained  there  to  present.  My  wife  isn't 
aware  of  my  level  of  activity  these  days  but  does  know  that  I 
haven't  shaved  my  body  for  a couple  of  years  and  knows  that  most 
of  my  Lowla  clothes  aren't  in  the  closet  any  longer.  She's  also  intel- 
ligent enough  to  know  that  Lowla's  lurking  out  there  somewhere. 

LL:  You're  so  pretty  and  fun,  it  must  be  hard  to  keep  the  lid  on  Lowla. 

L:  I can't  say  that  I'm  thrilled  with  the  present  situation  but  I 
can't  say  that  it's  all  bad  either.  It's  just  the  way  it  is,  a compro- 
mise, like  so  many  compromises  that  we  make  in  relationships. 

LL:  That's  the  theme  of  JoAnn's  book,  crossdressing  in  a relation- 
ship will  be  a constant  compromise.  Of  course  if  you  follow  the  book 
it's  also  a constant  negotiation  about  the  nature  of  the  compromise. 

L:  Yes,  and  I've  spoken  with  other  CDs  who  have  had 
much  more  positive  outcomes.  I've  met  CDs  at  confer- 
ences whose  spouses  were  with  them  and 
seemed  to  be  enjoying  the  whole  exercise 
immensely.  I've  also  talked  to  CDs  that 
have  divorced  over  the  same  issues.  I 
suspect  though  that  most  of  us  fall  in 
the  middle  somewhere.  Many  of  us 
remain  closeted  still. 

LL:  What's  your  advice  for  CDs  try- 
ing to  decide  about  telling  a spouse  or 
girlfriend? 

L:  My  only  advice  is  to  follow  your 
heart  and  your  instincts,  and  try  to  be 
as  honest  with  yourself  and  your  loved 
ones  as  possible...  and  good  luck. 

LL:  You  mentioned  CD  conferences. 
Despite  being  in  the  closet  with  your 
wife  you've  managed  to  get  out  to 
community  events  and  meet  other  TGs? 

L:  The  Internet  has  been  a boon.  It 
has  created  a virtual  transgendered 
community.  A couple  of  years  ago 
through  the  Web  I met  five  other  T-girls 
in  Chicago.  We  rented  a limo  and  went 
to  a Chicago  Gender  Society  dance 
with  a 50s/60s  theme  and  then  out  to  a 
TG  club  afterward. 

LL:  Sounds  like  you  ladies  had  a 
fun  night. 

L:  We  had  a wonderful  time.  It  was 
so  much  fun  to  meet  the  other  girls. 
Everyone  looked  gorgeous  and  we 
were  the  classiest  girls  at  the  party. 

LL:  Th  is  wouldn't  be  a crossdressing 
magazine  if  we  didn't  ask  what  you 
wore.  What  did  you  wear? 

L:  I wore  what  my  friend  Jezzi  refers 
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to  as  my  “Las  Vegas  Wedding  Dress."  It's  about  as  over  the  top  a 
dress  as  you'd  ever  want  to  slither  into — tight,  glittery,  pink 
sequined  down  the  right  side,  lacy  white  on  the  left,  layers  of 
sheer  fabric  in  the  skirt  portion  and  sheer  puffy  shoulder  straps. 

LL:  Fabulous! 

L:  It's  a wonderful  dress  and  it  gained  me  plenty  of  compli- 
ments. We  danced  the  night  away.  Which  is  a somewhat 
masochistic  experience  in  heels.  I went  to  a champagne  brunch 
the  next  day  (dressed  in  a very  classy  conservative  skirt  and 
blouse)  with  my  favorite  GG  Mary  Kay  lady,  Fay.  She  is  so 
sweet.  She  says  she  gets  a kick  out  of  going  out  with  CDs 
and  seeing  them  treated  and  referred  to  as  women — so 
do  I for  that  matter! 

LL:  It's  great  to  have  a GG  pal  to  go  out  with.  It 
really  helps  you  to  blend  in  if  you're  going  for 
blending  in.  And  a Mary  Kay  lady  is  a very 
handy  friend  to  have. 

L:  Oh  yes.  After  lunch  we  retreated  to 
her  place,  I devolved  back  into  boy 
mode,  and  purchased  the  obligatory 
spring  line  of  Mary  Kay  colors  and  some 
strappy  new  sandals.  I drove  home  in  a 
sleep  deprived,  champagne  brunch  daze. 

It  doesn't  get  too  much  better  than  that. 

LL:  So  even  underground  CDs  can  have 
some  good  times. 

L:  Oh,  there  was  an  episode  that 
weekend,  just  a little  thing,  that  really 
made  me  smile.  When  I checked  into 
my  hotel  I was  in  male  mode,  had  my 
male  name  on  the  reservation  and 
secured  the  room  with  a credit  card 
with  my  male  name.  When  I checked 
out  I was  in  Lowla  mode,  on  my  way  to 
see  Fay  for  brunch.  I just  gave  the  desk 
clerk  my  key  and  room  number,  signed 
the  credit  card  bill  in  my  usual  non- 
decipherable  scrawl. 

LL:  Bad  handwriting  can  be  so  useful. 

L:  The  desk  clerk  assumed  I was  just 
the  female  companion  of  my  male  coun- 
terpart. After  checking  out  I went  back  up 
to  the  room  of  a couple  of  the  girls  that 
were  in  the  same  hotel,  just  to  chat  and 
hug  and  say  thanks  for  the  great  time  and 
good  bye.  In  the  meantime  Fay  called  the 
front  desk  and  asked  for  my  room  to  see 
if  I was  running  on  time.  The  desk  clerk 
said  to  her,  "No  they've  already  checked 
out."  Fay  was  momentarily  confused  as 
she  knew  I was  alone,  so  she  asked  "You 
mean  he  or  she?"  The  desk  clerk  was 
even  more  confused  at  that  point  and  respond- 
ed, "(pause)  I don't  really  know?"  Poor  girl — zapped  by  the  trans- 
gender confusion  bug!  It  was  a little  thing,  but  really  made  my 
day. 

LL:  We  do  confuse  the  Muggles.  Oh,  wait,  that's  a Harry  Potter 
term.  I meant  the  Normals.  Tell  us  about  more  of  your  adventures 
in  the  wide  world. 

L:  My  usual  wig  is  a medium  length  brunette  bob  with  bangs.  It 
suits  the  shape  of  my  face  and  looks  natural.  Brunette  being  what 
it  is  though,  I was  hankering  for  something  a little  spicier,  so  I went 
shopping  for  and  purchased  an  auburn  wig  in  much  the  same 


style.  I was  planning  on  going  out  to  lunch  with  a CD  friend  of 
mine  and  had  planned  on  wearing  a silver  and  black  suit  with  a 
new  stretch  rayon  top  I had  found  at  T.J.  Maxx.  I put  on  the  new 
wig,  checked  myself  in  the  mirror  and  realized  I was  going  to 
need  some  new  makeup.  I had  the  eye  shadow  but  I needed 
blush,  lipstick  and  lip  liner  to  accompany  the  red  in  my  new  hair. 
LL:  Getting  lipstick  to  go  with  red  hair  can  be  a real  trial. 

L:  Yes,  you  have  to  have  just  the  right  shade  or  it  looks  odd. 

LL:  So  you  went  on  a makeup  hunt... 

L:  Before  I get  to  that  I have  to  let  you  know  that  a 
week  or  so  before  I had  been  the  beneficiary  of  a new 
set  of  silicone  breasts.  A TS  friend  of  mine  had  been 
growing  her  own  for  a year  or  so  and  finally  got  a 
set  of  implants  to  finish  the  job.  Never  being  one 
to  turn  down  a good  deal,  I took  her  now 
redundant  breast  forms  off  her  hands. 

LL:That  could  be  a good  program  for  the 
TG  community.  TSs  who  don't  need  their 
forms  anymore  can  pass  them  down  to  CDs 
and  TSs  just  starting  out.  Let's  start  a foun- 
dation! 

L:  Sounds  like  a great  idea.  I just  knew 
that  my  new  boobs  felt  great,  heavier  and 
jigglier  than  what  I was  used  to.  Wearing 
them  under  my  stretch  top  I was 
impressed  with  my  new  figure.  There 
was  a Wal-Mart  a couple  of  blocks 
away  so  I took  off  the  dressy  suit  and 
went  into  stealth  mode,  flying 
beneath  the  TG  detection  radar  in 
jeans  and  flats,  but  I left  the  tight  top 
and  my  new  boobs  in  place.  At 
"Wally  World"  I got  the  cosmetics 
I needed  and  headed  to  the 
checkout  counter  to  find  a major 
line.  I dutifully  took  my  place  at  the 
end  of  the  line  behind  a short,  fat,  bald 
man  who  stood  maybe  five  and  half  feet 
tall.  Even  in  flats  I'm  six  feet  tall,  and  so  as 
he  turned  around  to  see  who  had  come  up 
behind  him  he  was  nose  to  nipple  with  my 
new,  improved  chest.  In  my  experience  the 
best  way  to  pass  is  to  look  ladylike,  move  lady- 
like, keep  your  mouth  shut  and  don't  stay  in  one 
place  for  too  long.  Here  I was,  a stationary  target, 
with  a new  admirer  about  four  inches  from  my 
boobs.  He  was  transfixed.  For  the  ten  minutes  or  so  it 
took  to  get  through  the  checkout  line  I don't  think  this 
guy  took  his  eyes  off  my  breasts  for  more  than  a few  sec- 
onds. He  wasn't  even  subtle  about  it. 

LL:  Now  you  know  how  large  chested  ladies  feel. 

L:  If  I was  a genetic  woman  under  those  circumstances  I 
would  have  been  very  uncomfortable  and  quite  insulted. 

LL:  How  did  you  get  through  it? 

L:  If  I had  been  really  cool  I would  have  reached  in,  taken  out 
a breast  and  handed  to  him  with  a witty  quip  like,  "Hey  you  jerk. 
If  your  so  interested  in  my  breasts,  you  want  to  take  one  home?"  I 
didn't  though.  I just  tried  to  look  disinterested  and  nonchalant,  like 
I have  "Danny  DeVitos"  ogling  my  boobs  everyday  and  it's  no  big 
deal.  Just  another  cross  for  a big  breasted  crossdresser  like  me  to 
bear.  In  any  case,  after  what  seemed  an  eternity,  I got  through  the 
line,  lost  my  boob  watcher  and  headed  back  to  my  new  makeup 
and  exciting  new  hair. 
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LL:  In  that  case  your  large  breasts 
were  an  asset.  When  they  get  so  fixated 
on  your  boobs  they  don't  notice  any 
manly  trails.  Your  crossdressing  tales 
are  fun!  Tell  us  about  another 
adventure. 

L:  As  a crossdresser  I want  to 
emulate  women  as  well  as  possible 
and  I go  to  great  lengths  to  try  and 
W get  the  look  right.  I spend  hours  on 
my  makeup,  spend  hundreds  of  dol- 
lars on  my  outfits,  buy  all  sorts  of 
accessories,  work  on  my  mannerisms 
M and  body  language,  and  get  coached  by 

beauticians  that  really  know  what 
they're  doing.  Lots  of  time  and  effort  are  spent  on 
my  look  but  how  much  time  and  effort  do 
spend  on  my  feminine  communication 
skills? 

LL;  I 've  seen  that  a lot.  Girls  wi 
perfect  the  look.  Some  will  go  on 
to  perfect  their  movement  but 
it's  only  the  few  who  work  on 
a feminine  voice.  It's  like  the 
last  rung  on  the  ladder  of 
womanhood. 

L:  And  while  I have 
worked  on  it  my  femme 
voice  is  not  particularly 
convincing.  I've  learned 
to  use  that  singsong 
inflection  that  women 
have  so  naturally,  but  it's 
a struggle.  I don't  have 
trouble  with  a simple  con 
versation,  such  as  ordering  a 
meal  in  a restaurant,  but  a 
more  protracted  conversation 
offers  a challenge.  The  problem  is 
that  other  women  don't  realize  that. 

I had  booked  a room  in  downtown 
Chicago,  purportedly  to  attend  a profes- 
sional meeting.  The  real  reason  for  the  trip  was 
to  enjoy  several  days  of  uninterrupted  femme  time.  It 
was  December  and  I needed  to  do  some  Christmas  shopping. 
What  a great  opportunity  to  get  lost  in  the  crowds  and  just  enjoy 
being  Lowla.  I had  been  through  a couple  of  high  end  department 
stores  and  was  thoroughly  spritzed  with  perfume  so  I decided  to 
take  a little  walk.  Under  my  long  coat  I was  wear- 
classy  velvet  tulip  skirt  and  a stretch 
My  makeup  was  daytime  appropri- 
ate and  I was  happy  being  just  another 
girl  in  the  crowd.  I was  standing  at  a 
stop  light,  minding  my  own  busi- 
ness, waiting  for  the  pedestrian  sign 
to  change  when  a woman 
approached  me  and  asked  for 
directions  to  some  place  or  another. 

LL:  Oh,  that's  happened  to  me. 
Out  of  the  blue  you  have  to  interact 
with  another  person.  What  did  you 
do? 

L:  Oh!  It's  the  crossdressing  equiva- 


lent of  being  thrown  on  stage  without 
your  lines  memorized.  In  my  best 
Lowla  voice  I replied  that  I was  from 
out  of  town  and  didn't  know  the  area. 

The  woman  smiled  at  me,  thanked 
me  and  moved  on.  No  big  deal, 
right?  Wrong!  I was  unnerved.  I had 
just  been  made  aware  that  in  my 
current  state  of  dress  I could  expect 
these  sorts  of  unsolicited  woman  to 
woman  conversations. 

LL:  You  certainly  can.  Women  are 
far  more  apt  to  talk  to  fellow  shoppers. 

L:  As  I learned  later  that  day.  I was 

browsing  in  the  Misses  section  of 

another  store  and  a nice  young  woman  asked 
me  where  the  Petite  section  was.  I gave 
her  a big  smile,  sort  of  waved  in  a 
j~  general  direction  away  from  me, 
and  in  my  semi-practiced  Lowla 
voice  told  her  I wasn't  sure. 

LL:  You  are  six  feet  tall... 

L:  Duh!  For  God  sakes, 
why  would  I know  where 
the  petites  are?  Again,  I 
got  a gracious  thank 
you  and  off  she  went  in 
search  of  little  itsy 
bitsy  clothes. 

LL;  What  next? 

L:  The  rest  of  the 
day  went  well,  no 
more  solicitations  for 
directions.  Appropriate 
respect  was  shown  by 
the  waiter  at  lunch,  and  I 
had  a surge  of  whatever 
hormone  gives  you  that  high 
feeling  after  a day  on  the  town 
in  female  mode.  It  struck  me  just 
what  a bond  women  have  that  sup- 
ports one  another  and  extends  through 
the  entire  gender.  You  would  never  find 
guys  regularly  asking  perfect  strangers  about  any- 
thing. I felt  privileged  to  have  been  invited  into  that  group,  if 
even  for  a short  while  that  day. 

LL;  I have  to  say  that  being  accepted  by  women  as  "one  of  the 
girls"  is  more  of  a high  for  me  than  having  men  check  me  out.  I 
think  it  may  be  part  of  why  we  do  it.  But,  who 
knows?  We  do  know  that  we  love  to  do  it. 

You've  been  dressing  for  a long  time  and 
doing  so  in  secret  as  far  as  your  rela- 
tionship is  concerned.  Do  you  have 
any  thoughts  on  how  often  a girl 
needs  to  dress  to  keep  her  member- 
ship card  in  the  TG  world? 

L:  Well,  once  you  identify  your- 
self as  a crossdresser  I think  it's 
somewhat  irrelevant  as  to  whether 
you  dress  or  not.  There  have  been 
times  in  my  life  where  I was  really 
into  crossdressing,  when  I thought 
about  it  constantly  and  when  I dressed 
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frequently,  and  there  have  been  long  times  that  I didn't  dress  at  all. 
There's  no  doubt  in  my  mind  that  even  during  those  periods  of 
inactivity  I was  still  a CD.  You  have  to  go  no  further  than  your 
internal  fantasy  world  to  recognize  that.  The  most  interesting 
times  in  my  life  have  been  those  periods  of  transition  from  a 
period  of  inactivity  to  activity,  or  vice  versa.  Seems  like 
I'm  entering  one  of  those  phases  now  having  once 
again  been  reenergized  by  the  crossdressing 
community.  So,  my  advice  is  to  dust  off  the 
makeup  kit,  iron  that  favorite  dress,  break  out 
the  pantyhose  and  move  onward  into  the  fer- 
tile void. 

LL:  Here,  here!  And  always  do  it  in  a 
LadyLike  manner.  Any  final  anecdotes  to 
share  with  our  readers? 

L:  I'd  just  like  to  say  that  the  ultimate  test 
of  a good  female  impersonator  is  when  you 
can  honestly  say  that  you've  fooled  your 
dog  by  coming  out  of  the  bedroom  in 
drag  and  having  him  bark  at  you. 

LL:  Well  puppies  don't  see  all  that 
well. 

L:  No,  dogs  get  by  mostly  with  their 
noses  and  most  of  my  femme  clothing  is 
infused  with  the  smell  of  Chloe  perfume — 
which  I love.  So  with  that  different  smell  my 
dog  treats  Lowla  like  a stranger  and  that's  a 
milestone  that's  hard  to  beat. 

LL:  Yes,  when  your  "disguise"  can  fool 
your  puppy  you're  doing  it  pretty  well. 

L:  I get  email  from  closeted  CD's  who 
are  very  worried  about  posting  their  photos 
on  the  Net.  When  it  comes  to  being  recog- 
nized it's  been  my  observation  that  once 
the  makeup,  clothes  and  wig  go  on  it's 
pretty  hard  to  tell  the  boy  beneath  the  girl. 

Z.Z.; That's  what  I always  tell  our  read- 
ers. They  worry  that  someone  will  rec- 
ognize them  if  their  photo  goes  in 
LadyLike  or  on  some  website.  What  are 
the  people  they're  worried  about  doing 
looking  at  LadyLike,  anyway? 

L:  True.  And,  the  transformations  can 
be  amazing.  There's  a group  on  Yahoo 
in  the  crossdressing  section  called 
"Before  and  After."  It's  always  amazing  to 
me  to  see  the  transformation.  Even  look- 
ing at  my  own  photos  I find  myself  think- 
ing of  that  person  in  the  picture  as 
someone  different  from  the  guy  I see  in  the 
mirror  in  the  morning  shaving.  In  a very 
real  sense  the  person  in  the  photo  IS  a dif- 
ferent person — similar  but  different. 

LL:  Do  you  think  Lowla  is  another  per- 
sonality? 

L:  I think  differently  when  dressed  and  I've 
found  the  feminine  experience  goes  beyond 
just  the  clothing.  It's  a transforming  experi- 
ence in  more  than  just  the  outer  packaging.  It's 
very  difficult  to  quantitate,  but  I think  it's  a real 
phenomenon...  and  of  course  my  yellow  Lab 
appears  to  agree  with  me. 

LL:  What  are  your  thoughts  on  one  of  the 


biggest  fears  of  CDs  and  their  spouses... 

L:  You  mean  does  crossdressing  lead  to  desire  for  sex  change?  Is 
"Lycra  Madness"  the  "Reefer  Madness"  of  transgendered  behavior? 

LL:  That's  a good  way  to  put  it.  If  I wear  this  dress  today  will  I 
want  to  have  a neo-vagina  tomorrow? 

L:  Much  more  intelligent  people  than  I have  looked  at  that 
question,  and  my  understanding  is  that  the  short  answer  is 
"no,  it  doesn't."  Having  said  that  I recognize  that  there  is  a 
gender  continuum  out  there  and  gender  lines  get  blurred  at 
times.  On  a DHC  channel  special  the  other  night,  a trans- 
sexual man  who  had  married  and  tried  to  ignore  his/her  TS 
leanings  underwent  gender  reassignment  surgery  and  then 
adopted  another  male  pre-op  TS  as  a girlfriend.  Thus 
she  went  from  a male  hetero  relationship  to  a lesbian 
transsexual  relationship  inside  a year — quite  a 
change  by  her  own  admission! 

LL:  What  about  personally?  Any  TS 
leanings? 

L:  Having  crossdressed  for  a good 
many  years  I can  say  unequivocally 
that  when  dressed  I feel  very  femi- 
nine and  the  idea  of  changing  sex 
has  crossed  my  mind  fleetingly, 
but  never  in  a prolonged  fash- 
ion. Transsexuals,  on  the  other 
hand,  know  from  childhood  that 
they  are  in  the  wrong  sex  and  cannot  achieve 
happiness  and  fulfillment  until  they  undergo  SRS. 

LL:  Lowla,  thank  you  so  much  for  chatting 
with  us  today. 

L:  It's  been  my  pleasure. 
Any  final  last  word  for 
the  readers? 

L:  Girls,  have  fun, 
cool  it  on  the  psycho- 
analysis, and  let  your 
dual  nature  flourish. 


Ellen 

McKinnon , 
California 
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Discovery  In  Stealth 
Mode 

I went  to  Chicago 
back  in  )une  to  repre- 
sent LadyLike  at  the 
Be-All  Convention. 
Since,  unlike  many  of 
o u r community 
members,  I don't 
enjoy  being  stuffed  into  a plane  while 
dolled  up  I fly  in  drab  mode.  I find  air 
travel  uncomfortable  enough,  as  I've 
said  in  past  columns,  without  having  to 
sit  demurely  in  a cramped  seat  and  put 
up  with  lord  knows  what  might  get  seat- 
ed next  to  you.  (A  four  hour  flight 
trapped  next  to  a homophobic  redneck 
just  might  be  equivalent  to  a trip  to  hell.) 
If  I can  ever  afford  First  Class  maybe  I'll 
give  traveling  en  femme  a try  but  till  that 
day  it's  drab  .flying  for  me. 

Another  reason  to  fly  in  male  mode 
was  the  necessity  to  get  the  LadyLike 
display  set  up  in  the  vendor  room  on 
Wednesday  night  immediately  upon 
arrival.  I didn't  want  to  have  to  hurry 
through  dressing  in  the  morning  and 
then  hassle  with  the  display  while  wear- 
ing a skirt  and  heels.  And,  what  if  I 
broke  a nail! 

The  flight  was  delayed  by  bad  weath- 
er so  I got  to  the  hotel  after  the  vendor 
room  had  closed.  After  I checked  in  I 
tracked  down  my  display  and  box  of 
magazines,  which  had  been  shipped 
earlier,  and  asked  the  bellman  to  bring 
them  to  the  vendor  room.  He  arrived 
with  the  magazines  but  no  display.  He 
left  me  sitting  outside  the  locked  room 
with  my  magazines  and  promptly  disap- 
peared. The  second  guy  I tracked  down 
told  me  the  first  one  I'd  dealt  with  had  to 
go  to  the  train  station.  His  tip  went 
somewhere  too;  it  went  to  the  second 
guy.  Luckily  Rachel's  Wigs  needed  to  get 
into  the  locked  room  to  do  something 
with  their  display.  They  had  a key  and 
kindly  let  me  in  to  set  up. 

Despite  checking  the  hotel  website 
and  believing  from  that  perusal  that  I 


had  plenty  of  choic- 
es about  where  to  eat 
I found  that  I had 
misread  p.m.  as  a.m. 
and  after  I got  done 
in  the  vendor  room 
only  the  hotel's 
steakhouse,  Delaney 
& Murphy's,  was 
open.  Warned  by 
my  publisher  that  it  was  muy  dinero  I 
approached  with  trepidation.  To  my 
delight  they  had  a good  selection  of 
appetizers  and  salads.  While  I awaited 
my  repast  I had  a glass  of  wine  and 
made  an  observation  about  the  TG  com- 
munity. A lot  of  us  are  really  loud  and 
manly  sounding.  Sitting  there  in  stealth 
mode  gives  you  a different  perspective 
and  I took  advantage  of  it  to  be  a fly  on 
the  wall.  Some  of  the  ladies  who  came 
in,  and  these  were  the  very  early  birds 
mind  you,  not  the  Thursday  arrivals, 
looked  very  feminine.  Then  they  asked 
the  bartender  for  a drink  in  a voice  that 
was  at  least  an  octave  lower  than  it 
should  have  been.  Or,  they  had  a nasal 
sound  that,  while  higher  in  pitch,  was 
just  darned  annoying  and  not  realistical- 
ly feminine. 

I also  noticed  a lot  of  the  conversa- 
tions seemed  more  like  two  guys  one 
upping  each  other  than  two  ladies  chat- 
ting. "Oh,  sure,  I know  Debbie.  Who 
doesn't  know  Debbie.  She  and  I were  at 
the  (fill  in  big  TG  event  here)  just  a cou- 
ple months  ago  and  were  hanging  out 
with  Marlene.  Of  course,  you  know 
Marlene,  don't  you?" 

There  were  two  ladies  at  the  bar 
when  it  was  time  for  me  to  pay  my  bill. 
It  was  either  my  innate  sense  of  fun  or 
the  glass  of  wine  but  I couldn't  resist 
leaning  over  and  saying,  "Hey,  did  you 
ladies  notice  there  are  a lot  of  men  in 
dresses  around  here?"  One  lady  said  she 
had  noticed  while  the  other  just  nodded 
and  I told  them,  "Well  it's  good  that  you 
two  ladies  are  here  to  represent  wom- 
ankind." The  one  who  hadn't  spoken 
had  noticeable  beads  of  perspiration  on 
her  face  at  this  point.  I thought  it  best  to 
bid  them  adieu. 

Recent  theories  on  the  differences 
between  male  and  female  brains  suggest 
that  women  really  are  more  social,  they 
care  about  emotions  and  empathize 
more.  (See  the  op-ed  piece  in  The  New 
York  Times  by  Simon  Baron-Cohen  "The 
Male  Condition",  August  8,  2005.)  As 
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Baron-Cohen  says,  "Empathizing  ... 
involves  recognizing  what  another  per- 
son may  be  feeling  or  thinking,  and 
responding  to  those  feelings  with  an 
appropriate  emotion  of  one's  own."  Male 
brains  however  love  to  work  out  how 
systems  work.  But,  these  are  general 
trends  that  you  find  over  a large  sample 
of  women.  Individually  there  is  a spec- 
trum of  gender  characteristics.  Baron- 
Cohen's  theory  says  that  the  maleness 
level  of  a brain  is  due  to  the  amount  of 
prenatal  testosterone  bathing  the  fetus. 
You  can  have  a male  with  a more  femi- 
nine brain  or  a female  with  a more  mas- 
culine brain.  If  his  theory,  which  he  uses 
to  explain  autism,  is  correct  perhaps 
those  crossdressers  who  spend  more 
time  on  organizing  their  dressing;  obsess- 
ing about  how  they  get  dressed,  organiz- 
ing their  closets,  packing  their  luggage  in 
precise  order,  and  agonizing  over  their 
visual  presentation  (a  manly  trait!)  may 
be  the  more  male-brained  members  of 
our  community.  To  them  the  organiza- 
tion and  regimentation  of  their  feminine 
hobby  is  of  primary  concern.  So,  the  girls 
I observed  at  the  bar  may  come  from  that 
sub  group  and  that  explains  why  they 
look  like  lovely  ladies  and  talk  like  men. 
It  also  explains  why  the  one  girl  didn't 
talk  much  when  I approached  them. 
Baron-Cohen  sites  studies  which  con- 
clude that  little  boys  don't  make  eye  con- 
tact that  much  and  little  girls  will  look 
you  in  the  eye  and  talk  to  you  sooner. 
People  with  more  feminine  brains  are 
just  more  social. 

I have  long  observed  that  some  CDs 
love  to  develop  feminine  personalities 
complete  with  feminine  speech  and 
body  language,  and  that  they  are  like 
women  in  that  while  talking  to  them  you 
feel  that  you  ar  5e  in  a feminine  pres- 
ence. Others,  even  though  they  may 
look  great,  still  relate  to  the  world  from  a 
more  masculine  place.  Baron-Cohen's 
theory,  as  well  as  explaining  autism, 
may  be  the  difference  between  the  men 
in  dresses  and  those  who  are  more  like 
genetic  females.  Of  course  that  still 
doesn't  explain  why  men  want  to  dress 
up  like  women  but  as  long  as  we  can 
dress  up  why  worry  about  why?  Now 
get  on  out  there  and  enjoy  your  feminini- 
ty, whether  it's  the  organizing  or  the 
empathizing — but  be  sure  to  read  this 
issue  cover  to  cover  before  you  do  any- 
thing else. 
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Cosmetic  Surgery  for  the  Dace  ancf  docjy 
Dacia! ancf  Doocly  Contouring 
Deconstruction 


Douglas  K.  Ousterhout,  M.D.,  F.A.C.S. 

San  Francisco  Institute  of  Plastic  Surgery 
Diplomate  American  Board  of  Plastic  Surgery 


I Member,  American  Society  of  Plastic  and  Reconstructive  Surgeons,  Inc.  C 


San  Francisco  Institute  of  Plastic  Surgery 
45  Castro  Street,  Suite  150  • San  Francisco,  California  94114 
415-626-2888  *fax  415-626-0689 


Crossdresser's  Fantasy  Weekend 

JoAnn  Roberts  presents: 
^uxiA j fjiwl  ~[k  'Bwxk  for 

2005  in  Rehoboth  Beach, 
Delaware.  We  have  a 
beautiful  resort  hotel  with 
all  the  modern  amenities, 
including:  a microwave, 
refrigerator,  coffee  maker 
and  Internet  access  in  every  room.  We’re  right  on  the  beach,  too! 

We  offer  two  different  packages:  Wed-Sun  and  Thur-Sun.  Rates  start 
at  $475  per  person  for  a 3 night  stay,  double  occupancy*,  and  includes 
all  activities,  parties,  seminars,  room,  all  meals , taxes , and  gratuity. 
Register  now  before  we  fill  up!  Full  details  at  our  web  site 
<www.cdspub.com/batb.html>,  or  call/write  for  a brochure. 

Couples  Welcome!  (*  Solo  room  rates  higher) 

CDS  • PO  Box  491 
Lionville,  PA  1 9353-0491 
610-363-7117  • batb@cdspub.com 


THE 

TRANSGENDER 

FUND 

A 501(c)3  Corporation  Proudly  Serving  Our  Community  Since  2000 

“Please  don’t  send  our  activists  into  that  tough  battle  all  alone. 
Please  lend  your  financial  support 
for  a stronger  Transgender  Community. 

Make  a Difference 
by  making  a Donation  *, 
and  by  making  it  Today! 

Thank  you  so  very  much!” 

Diane  Dale,  Chair,  The  TG  Fund 

PO  BOX  50,  FREEPORT,  ME  04032 
Phone/Fax:  (207)  846-7997 
Email:  info@tgfund.org 

Website:  WWW.TGFUND.ORG 

*Checks/Money  Orders  may  be  made  payable  to  the  “TG  Fund”. 
Credit  Cards  are  accepted.  Donations  can  be  made  by  Mail,  Phone, 
or  over  the  Fund’s  Website. 
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Suddenly  Fern™  is  presenting  our  eigth  season  of  Clothing  and 
lingerie.  We  have  added  many  new  exciting  styles  and  colors  and 
hope  that  you  will  enjoy  the  correctly  fitting  garments  made  with 
wider  shoulders,  lowered  waistlines,  longer  sleeves  and  more  nar- 
row hips.  To  receive  a free  brochure  of  our  best  selling  items. 
Please  call  or  if  you  want  the  full  catalog,  then  send 

$3.00  to  theaaaresslistea  below  and  we  will  be  sure  to  get  a cata- 
log right  out  to  you.  To  order  any  of  the  clothing  in  this  ad  - pro- 
vide your  chest  and  waist  measurement  on  the  order  form  and  we 
will  send  you  the  correctly  sized  garment  - or  choose  from  the  sizes 
listed.  ALL  CLOTHING  AND  LINGERIE  IS  MADE  TO  FIT  MEN 
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One  piece  Body  Contour  Top 

Specially  made  to  fit  men.  Four 
way  stretch  fabric.  High  neck 
design  with  button  back  closure. 
Wide  adjustable  snap  crotch. 

MADE  TO  FIT  MEN  CORRECTLY. 
Bikini  back  design. 

Colors:  Blush  (shown)  or  Black 
Chest  sizes:  M(38  - 40),  L(41  - 43), 
XL(44  -46),  2X(47  - 49) 

#TP20 

Reg.  Price:  $49.95 

Sale  Price:  $ 42.1 5 


oitm.  Feminine-Top • 

New  Drape  neck  style.  Silky,  soft 

wrinkle  resistant  fabric.  Made  with 

matching  lace  insert  for  chest 

coverage.  Colors:  Black  or  Pink 

Sizes  M(37-39),  L(40  -43),  XL(44-47) 

Style  TP  1 5 

Sale  Price:  $36.45 

Short  Ruffle.  Skirt 

NEW  Sexy,  flirty  stretch  skirt. 

1 7 inch  length.  Satin  Ribbon 
accent.  Super  soft  fabric. Four 
way  stretch. Elastic  Waist. 

Colors:  Black, 

Deep  Red/  Black  Floral  (shown) 
Waist  sizes: 

M(30  - 34),  L(35  - 38) 

Style:  SK8 

Sale  Price:  $ 34.95 


Send  Your  order  to  : BVP  • PO  Box  156  • Wyncote  PA  19095 


Item  It 

Qty 

Color 
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Sub  Total 

Shipping/  Handling  (see  left) 

. (PA  Residents  only)  State  Tax  ( 6%) 
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Contact  Information: 
Makes  Checks  to: 

Best  Value  Products 
Orders:  215-881-9470 
Fax:  215-881-2214 
Brochure:  1-800-222-1427 
e-mail:  bvp5000@aol.com 


Shipping  costs: 

$33 -$100  add  $7.00. 
$100  - $293  add  $14.00 
Over  $265  add  $19.00 


Credit  cards  Accepted 
Visa/MC/  Discover/  AMEX 

Card  # 


Exp.  Date: 

3 digit  code  on  rear: . 
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LINGERIE  AND  ACCESSORIES  BOUTIQUE 

225  Deer  Park  Ave.  Babylon  Village,  N Y.  11702 
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Gaffs  your  Cross  dressing  reeds. 

Bras  Owned cf  Operated 

Corsets  J 

Jewelry  G>v  a GG 

Make  Up 
Breast  Forms 
Fetish  Wear 
French  Maid 
Little  Girls  Outfits 
Lingerie  to  6 X 
Foundations  & Girdles 
Large  Selection  of  Shoes  and 
Boots  Up  to  Size  17 
Large  Selection  of  Hosiery 
Body  Stockings  to  6X 


Diane  the  owner,  is  a Licensed 
Cosmetologist/Makeup  Artist. 

We  invite  you  to 
book  an  appointment  for  your 
transformation  today. 


Safe  & Secure  Shopping  to 
Provide  You  with  the  Best  Quality 
Merchandise  At  Reasonable  Prices 

631-587-3655 

www . crossdressusa . com 
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As  I write  this  in  late  July,  there  is  a considerable 
flap  over  flip-flops.  Some  members  of  Northwestern 
University's  NCAA  champion  women's  lacrosse  team 
wore  flip  flops  to  the  team's  White  House  reception 
and  meeting  with  President  Bush. 

One  mother  of  a team  member  said  she  was  "mor- 
tified" when  she  saw  some  of  the  young  women 
wearing  the  casual  footwear  to  the  White  House. 
Others  did  not  see  it  as  a faux  pas,  just  a sign  of  the 
times.  Some  of  the  ladies  said  that  the  flip  flops  they 
wore  were  not  just  any  old  pair  of  flip  flops.  No  sir, 
some  of  the  fancier  flip  flops  were  beaded  and  cost  as 
much  as  $16  a pair.  (Wow,  that  much,  huh?) 

I'm  no  big  fan  of  the  flip  flop  for  women's  footwear. 
I believe-as  do  many  crossdressers-that  women 
should  exclusively  wear  uncomfortable,  sexy  high 
heels  for  all  occasions.  But  the  flip  flop  seems  to  be 
here  to  stay  and  even  dressier  versions  of  flip  flop-like 
shoes  such  as  slides  and  mules  have  been  the  pre- 
dominant shoe  style  for  several  years.  So  when  I saw 
the  photo  of  the  Northwestern  girls  grouped  around 
President  Bush  wearing  colorful  summer  dresses  and 
flip  flops  (the  girls,  I mean,  not  President  Bush),  it  did- 
n't strike  me  as  looking  out  of  place. 

Besides,  these  things  are  cyclical.  At  some  point  in 
the  future,  a women's  collegiate  lacrosse  team  may  be 
posed  around  President  Amanda  Richards  wearing 
stiletto  heeled  pumps  or  over-the-knee  boots.  That  too 
might  be  considered  inappropriate  footwear-but  it 
would  make  a much  more  interesting  photo. 

THE  GOTHIC  LOLITAS  OF  JAPAN 

In  my  very  first  column  for  LadyLike,  I wrote  about 
middle-aged  Japanese  women  who  have  a Princess 
fantasy  and  made  a passing  reference  to  younger 
Japanese  women  who  dress  in  Lolita-like  costumes  on 
the  streets  of  Tokyo.  The  Lolita  fashion  fad  is  known 
as  "Goth  Loli,"  shorthand  for  Gothic  Lolita.  There  are 
several  websites  and  blogs  that  feature  treatises  on  the 
variations  of  Goth  Loli  and  of  course  photos  of  the 
women  who  portray  it.  MasaMania.com  is  one  good 
site  that  covers  a lot  of  Japanese  avante  culture. 

I've  written  of  strange  Japanese  costume  move- 
ments before.  It  seems  that  when  Japanese  hipsters  get 


into  someth ing-they  really  turn  it  into  a highly 
evolved  scene.  The  Gothic  Lolita  scene  has  a few 
sub-genres  including  Elegant  Gothic  Lolita,  Classic 
Lolita,  and  Elegant  Gothic  Aristocrat.  Each  sub-genre 
uses  elements  of  Victorian,  Gothic,  and  Punk  fashions 
to  create  the  look.  These  are  not  thrown  together  thrift 
store  outfits  but  wonderfully  crafted  and  coordinated 
ensembles  that  can  range  from  Bo-Peepish  ultra-girly 
creations  to  harder,  dark  Goth  punk  looks. 

According  to  one  website,  some  trace  the  founding 
of  the  Gothic  Lolita  movement  to  the  male  avante 
garde  rocker  Mana,  of  the  band  Malice  Mizer,  who 
crossdressed  on  stage  in  outfits  similar  to  those  later 
adopted  by  the  Goth  Loli's.  The  name  Lolita  has 
become  synonymous  with  under-age  sexual  precocity 
but  according  to  one  writer,  the  Goth  Loli's  do  not  try 
to  present  themselves  as  sexy.  It  is  more  important  to 
be  accurate  in  appearing  young  and  innocent.  The 
costumes  are  usually  full  coverage,  including  high 
necklines,  long  sleeves,  and  varying  hemline  lengths 
with  stockings  or  tights,  often  with  clunky  soled  boots. 
Cosmetics  are  used  to  create  pale  complexions,  dark 
eyes,  and  pouty  lips.  Some  form  of  headgear  is  often 
worn,  such  as  lacy  Victorian  maid  hats,  feminine 
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The  band  that  inspired  the  Lolitas.  All  bow  down  to  Mana! 

bows,  or  silly  costume  hats  to  complete  the  look. 

On  the  MasaMania.com  weblog,  one  person  asked, 
"Who  are  these  girls?  are  they  outcasts,  driven  to  their 
radical  look  by  the  pressures  of  society?  are  they  react- 
ing to  bad  family  situations  or  chastisement  at  school? 
do  they  have  some  sort  of  maturity  complex  that  leads 
them  to  adopt  a child-like  image  and  behavior  in 
order  to  resist  responsibility?  are  they  actually  making 
a statement  or  are  they  playing  dress  up?  surely  the 
money  that  pays  for  these  outfits  comes  from  some- 
where, so  the  behavior  must  be  approved  by  those 
parties  (most  likely  absent  salaryman  fathers  and  lone- 
ly housewives.)  Are  these  girls  screaming  out  'help 
me!'  or  'screw  you!'?" 

Blogger  Masa  (a  Japanese  whose  English  is  forgiv- 
ably  broken)  wrote  back  an  elegant  reply:  "You  are 
thinking  too  difficulty  and  complicatedly.  They  just 
enjoy  and  I also  enjoy.  This  is  Japanese  style. 
No  policy.  No  dogma.  No  reason." 

ANOTHER  GOOD  IDEA  FOILED 

When  I saw  the  headline  "Man's  Notes  Demanded 
Women  Strip  in  Parking  Lot"  on  the  Local6.com  web- 
site based  in  central  Llorida,  I knew  there  was  great 
potential  for  column  fodder.  And  then  it  got  weirder. 

The  perpetrator,  who  was  later  apprehended,  would 
leave  threatening  notes  on  the  windshield  or  inside 
unlocked  vehicles  belonging  to  female  drivers  who 
were  shopping  in  nearby  stores.  The  notes  demanded 
that  the  women  remove  their  panties  when  they 
returned  to  their  vehicles  and  leave  the  panties  in  the 
parking  space  when  they  drove  off.  If  the  women  did 
not  comply  with  this  request,  the  note  said  that  they 
would  be  hunted  down  and  sexually  assaulted. 

Police  said  the  first  report  of  such  a note  dated  back 
to  2000.  No  leads  turned  up  until  May  of  this  year 
when  other  notes  began  appearing  in  several  shopping 
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Fabulous  wigs  from  a name  you  Trust! 

Call  ToH  Free  1-877-767-9049 
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We  offer  FREE  Discreet 
Billing  and  Shipping"'  (Your 
Credit  card  statement  will 
read  CM  Products)...  also 
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Cap  & Lashes  with  every 
order  galz! 

All  Wigs  are  available  in  Baby 
Blonde,  Luscious  Red. ..and 
Medium  Brown  with  highlights. 

*Outside  the  U.S.  please  add  $20 
Ship  fee... no  duty  paid  on  other 
end  the  way  we  package. 
Guaranteed!  All  orders  received 
within  7-10  business  days. 


Retro  Hot.. $79. 99 


Name: . 


Slique..$79.99 


Ship  to  Address: . 


CC# 


Name  of  Item_ 


Expiration  Date_ 
Color  Choice 


Send  to:  Clare  McAfee,  wiggoddess.com,  89  Karl  Circle,  Berlin,  VT  05602 


ScHOE  £9C(P<Rt:SS 


Specializing  In  Ladies  Large  Size  Shoes 

Sizes  to  17  • Widths  to  WW 


Dress  Shoes 
Casual  Shoes 
Sandals 
Boots 
Jewelry 
Accessories 


High  Heels 
Low  Heels 
Platforms 
Bridal 
Dyeable 
Evening  Shoes 


www.shoexpress.com 
orders  @ shoexpress.com 
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center  parking  lots  in  and  around  Orlando.  According 
to  the  Local6.com  article,  "Several  months  of  surveil- 
lance at  a parking  lot  led  deputies  to  the  arrest  of... 
Nicholas  Koger,  27." 

Authorities  believe  Koger  would  wait  for  a woman 
to  exit  her  vehicle,  place  the  threatening  note,  then 
hope  to  retrieve  the  woman's  panties  if  she  complied 
with  his  demand  to  leave  them  behind.  Koger  admit- 
ted to  the  scheme  and  is  charged  with  six  felony 
counts  of  written  threats  to  kill  or  do  bodily  injury. 
Police  believe  that  more  women  have  probably  been 
targeted  over  the  years  and  are  asking  any  victims  to 
come  forward. 

I guess  men  have  always  had  an  interest  in 
women's  panties.  Some  of  us  have  a deeper  commun- 
ion with  women's  panties  than  most  others.  Then 
there  are  the  guys  who  really  need  to  have  those 
panties-oh,  God,  do  they  need  to  have  those 
panties!-but  just  ordering  them  from  Fredericks  of 
Hollywood  isn't  quite  exciting  enough.  Those  are  the 
guys  who  help  keep  this  column  filled  with  material. 

HE  COULD  VE  DANCED  ALL  NIGHT ...  EXCEPT 
FOR  THE  DRESS 

The  spring  prom  season  has  come  and  gone  and  it 
seems  each  year  there  is  at  least  one  prominent  story 
of  a teenage  boy  who  tries  to  attend  his  high  school 
prom  in  a dress.  This  year's  suspect  is  18  year  old 
Kerry  Lofy.  I saw  the  article  on  the  Milwaukee  Journal 
Sentinel's  website  in  May. 

Kerry  Lofy  decided  to  attend  the  Lake  Geneva  (Wis- 
consin) Badger  H igh  School  senior  prom  in  a dress, 
escorted  by  his  friend  Victor  Anderson.  Mr.  Lofy,  who 
is  not  gay,  agreed  to  attend  the  prom  with  Mr.  Ander- 
son, who  is  gay,  so  that  Anderson  could  have  a prom 
experience  he  otherwise  never  could.  The  school  offi- 
cials had  no  objection  to  two  male  students  attending 


Kerry  Lofy  (L)  looks  as 
if  he's  having  a great 
time  in  his  tasteful 
little  black  dress.  But 
seeing  the  amount  of 
distance  between 
Lofy  and  his  date 
we'd  say  his  date 
didn't  get  a " special " 
after  prom  surprise. 


the  prom  together  but  when  they  heard  that  Lofy  was 
planning  to  wear  a dress  to  the  affair,  they  advised 
him  not  to  do  so. 

Mr.  Lofy  explained  the  dress  decision  this  way:  he 
thought  that  wearing  a dress  and  making  the  prom 
"date"  with  Victor  a joke  would  defuse  any  questions 
about  his  own  sexual  orientation.  (That's  a new  one — 
wearing  a dress  to  show  that  you're  NOT  gay.)  Even 
though  school  officials  warned  him,  Lofy  showed  up 
in  a black  dress,  high  heels  and  a blonde  wig.  He  was 
not  allowed  in.  He  went  to  the  car,  covered  the  dress 
with  a "leisure  suit"  (according  to  the  news  article) 
and  was  admitted.  But  he  had  the  last  laugh  because 
he  stripped  off  the  leisure  suit  during  a dance  to  reveal 
the  dress  and  was  promptly  escorted  out  by  security 
personnel. 

The  following  Monday,  back  at  school,  he  was  tick- 
eted for  disorderly  conduct  by  the  school  liaison 
police  officer  and  fined  $249.  At  the  time  the  article 
was  written,  Lofy's  male  and  female  school  friends 
were  going  to  protest  the  fine  by  crossdressing  them- 
selves. Is  it  too  late  to  transfer  to  Lake  Geneva  Badger 
High  School? 

EIGHT  TIME'S  THE  CHARM , / GUESS 

I saw  this  brief  item  on  an  Indian  film  news  web- 
site. I found  it  by  doing  a Google  search  for  "transves- 
tites in  the  news."  The  Internet  - you  never  know 
what  you'll  turn  up. 

I was  scanning  through  the  news  from  Bollywood 
when  I finally  found  the  reference  to  transvestites 
buried  at  the  bottom  of  an  article  about  a new  film 
titled  "Maaja,"  a film  about  rural  Indian  life  that 
involved  an  incredible  amount  of  backlot  construc- 
tion to  replicate  a rural  Indian  village.  But  here  is  the 
sentence  that  caught  my  attention:  "Eight  transvestites 
were  present  on  the  occasion  [of  production  begin- 
ning] since  the  producer  was  told  that  their  presence 
would  usher  in  good  luck  for  the  project." 

Eight  transvestites  bring  good  luck?  Who  knew? 
Imagine  the  good  luck  nine  or  ten  transvestites  would 
bring.  Or  perhaps  only  one  transvestite  would  have 
brought  good  luck  but  the  producer  wasn't  going  to 
take  any  chances  and  (like  any  good  movie  producer) 
thought  a little  excess  wouldn't  hurt  things. 

AN  UNEXPECTED  TWIST 

I saw  a short  but  sweet  news  item  about  a German 
beauty  pageant  on  the  Hindustan.com  website  (of  all 
places!).  Here  is  the  article  in  its  entirety:  "The  winner 
of  a German  beauty  contest,  24-  year-old  Kira,  has 
confessed  that  till  two  years  back  she  was  a man 
called  Tarek.  Kira  was  voted  the  winner  unanimously 
by  judges  at  the  Miss  Marksmen  Festival  2005  held  in 


Hanover.  "I  always 
felt  that  I was  a 
woman  trapped  in  a 
man's  body  and 
always  wanted  to  be 
treated  as  such.  This 
prize  means  a lot  to 
me  as  it  shows  I really 
am  a woman  now." 
Kira  had  been  among 
the  nine  contestants 
at  the  traditionally 
conservative  men's 
shooting  and  archery 
club,  Schuetzenverein  Hanover's  annual  beauty  pag- 
eant, and  it  was  only  after  she  accepted  her  prize  did 
she  admit  the  reality.  The  members  of  the  club,  how- 
ever, said  that  they  would  not  be  stripping  Kira  of  the 
title  and  would  make  her  an  honorary  member 
instead."  There  have  been  other  news  stories  of  trans- 
gender women  in  beauty  pageants  and  it  usually 
results  in  some  form  of  discriminatory  action  by  the 
pageant  organizers.  The  last  place  you  might  expect 
to  find  pageant  officials  being  open-minded  and  wel- 
coming about  a transgender  woman  winning  the 
prize  would  be  in  a German  hunting  club.  I guess  I 
should  learn  not  to  pre-judge  German  hunters. 

DAMAGES  WERE  ESTIMATED  AT  UPWARDS  OF 
$15 -CANADIAN 

Here  is  another  news  item  I found  that  can  be 
reprinted  in  its  entirety.  I saw  it  on  the  640  Toronto 
News  radio  website  after  another  Google  search  for 
"transvestites  in  the  news."  Try  this  yourself  some- 
time. No,  don't  try  that  yourself  because  if  everyone 
found  their  own  weird  transvestite  news...  you  won't 
need  me  to  write  this  column.  But  back  to  our  news 
item:  "Man  Accused  of  Shooting  Transvestites  With  a 
Paintball  Gun  in  Toronto.  A suspect  will  appear  in  a 
Toronto  court  later  this  morning,  after  allegedly  using 
a paintball  gun  to  shoot  transvestites  overnight.  It 
happened  on  Homewood  Avenue,  near  Carlton  and 
Jarvis.  Police  tell  640  Toronto  News  the  shooter  and 
three  other  men  were  driving  their  pickup  truck,  aim- 
ing the  weapon  at  transvestites.  At  least  two  were  hit. 
Cops  eventually  tracked  down  the  truck  and  collared 
the  suspect  in  what  they're  calling  a high-risk  take- 
down. The  alleged  shooter  is  facing  several  charges  in 
the  case."  The  article  didn't  explain  how  the  paintball 
guys  could  tell  they  were  aiming  at  transvestites.  You 
know,  because  if  it  was  you  or  me  out  there  on  the 
street  we  would  be  so  convincingly  feminine  in 
appearance...  oh  enough,  already.  Go  ahead,  take 
your  best  shot,  eh? 
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Former  man,  now  Kira  is  Miss 
Marksman  2005. 
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It's  autumn  once  again. 
I have  always  felt  that  this 
is  our  season.  The  weather 
starts  to  get  a bit  chilly.  The 
need  for  fuzzy  sweaters 
and  long  sleeves  is  once 
again  upon  us.  All  that 
pent  up  frustration  result- 
ing from  summer  absti- 
nence is  just  ready  to 
burst  out  of  us.  As  I 
think  of  the  fall  sea- 
son, my  mind  wan- 
ders back  to  school  days. 

Days  of  learning,  both  in  the 
academic  sense,  and  in  the  person- 
al awareness  sense. 

It  was  in  the  autumn  that  I first 
tried  on  a pair  of  my  sister's  panty- 
hose. It  was  in  the  autumn,  when 
mini-skirts  were  first  in  fashion  that 
I fell  in  love  with  women's  clothes. 
I went  to  a public  school  in  the 
Midwest.  I always  found  the  little 
skirts,  and  great  sweaters  to  be  a 
matter  of  fascination. 

There  was  another  item  of  fasci- 
nation that  until  recently,  I had 
pushed  to  the  back  of  my  memory. 
My  bus  in  middle,  and  high  school 
passed  through  many  different 
neighborhoods.  During  those  daily 
travels,  we  would  pass  another 
school  bus  stop.  The  stop  that  held 
great  fascination  for  me  was  the 
stop  for  the  local  catholic  school. 
Every  morning  I would  see  the  girls 


decked  out  in  their  short  blue  and 
green  plaid  skirts,  and  white  knee 
socks.  The  girls  would  always  roll 
the  tops  of  the  skirts  under  so  that 
the  bottom  of  the  skirt  would  ride 
higher  up  on  their  thighs,  making  a 
knee  length  modest  skirt  into  a 
micro  mini  walking  sexual  fantasy. 
They  would,  of  course  roll  the 
waistbands  back  down  when  they 
got  to  school,  but  as  soon  as  they 
re-boarded  that  bus  to  go  home 
again,  they  would  roll  them  right 
back  up. 

I have  seen  plenty  of  school  girl 
pictures,  and  ads  for  videos  on  the 
Internet  since  my  days  on  the  bus 
in  Iowa.  My  fascination  for  the  out- 
fit had  fallen  into  remission  though. 
That  is,  until  I happened  to  take 
part  in  a photo  shoot  a couple  of 
weeks  ago.  In  addition  to  working 
with  the  transgender  community,  I 
also  do  a great  deal  of  makeup  for 
various  photographers  and  models 
in  the  Pennsylvania,  New  Jersey, 
and  New  York  region.  It  was  during 
one  of  these  shoots,  that  my  buried 
interest  resurfaced.  The  model,  a 
beautiful,  blonde,  23  year  old 
South  African  girl  was  being  shot  in 
the  cutest  little  schoolgirl  outfit.  As  I 
got  her  ready  for  the  shoot,  putting 
her  long  blonde  hair  up  in  pigtails, 
making  her  cheeks  just  a bit  more 
rosy  and  innocent,  I found  myself 
falling  more  and  more  into  the 
spell,  not  of  this  beautiful  girl,  but 
rather,  the  image  of  her  as  a young 
schoolgirl.  As  the  shoot  progressed, 
and  she  posed  in  various  states  of 
cuteness,  I was  hooked. 

Since  that  day,  I've  been  spend- 
ing an  inordinate  amount  of  time 
thinking  about  schoolgirl  outfits. 
Not,  little  girls  in  schoolgirl  outfits, 
mind  you,  but  rather,  very  mature 
well  developed  girls,  and  t-girls  in 
little  tiny  schoolgirl  outfits.  In  my 
musings,  the  outfits  consist  of  short 
little  plaid,  pleated  skirts,  short 
sleeve  white  blouses,  bare  legs  with 


little  ruffled  ankle  socks,  and  black 
high  heeled  pumps  or  mary-janes. 

Do  a search  on  the  Internet  for 
schoolgirl,  and  you  will  come  up 
with  hundreds  of  sites  advertising 
sexy  school  girl  photos  and  fan- 
tasies. One  of  the  most  popular 
Halloween  costumes  year  after 
year  is  the  sexy  schoolgirl.  School- 
girl costumes  and  school  uniforms 
in  general  are  big  business.  With 


the  movement  to  implement  school 
uniform  policies  building  through- 
out the  country  we  are  likely  to  see 
more  and  more  of  them  out  there. 

With  all  this  pre-occupation  with 


the  schoolgirl  style,  I've  done  a bit 
of  research  on  the  Internet  to  find 
sources  of  clothing  to  fulfill  the 
fetish.  If  you  want  to  get  the 
authentic  uniform,  the  real  deal, 
just  like  the  high  school  girl  down 
the  street  was  wearing  the  other 
day,  I suggest  you  take  a look  at 


Flynn  & O'Hara  School  Uniforms 
at  http://www.fando.net/home.asp  , 
or  French  Toast  Official  School 
Uniforms  at- 

http//frenchtoast.mmlive.corn/jump.js 
p ?item  I D=0& itemTy  pe= FH  OM  E_PAG  E . 
Both  stores  have  online  shopping 
carts,  or  if  you  want  to  touch  and 
feel  before  you  buy,  they  have  store 
locator  functions.  I have  been  in 
my  local  Flynn  & O'Hara  store, 
and  it  was  quite  a dizzying  experi- 
ence. The  staff  there  was  very  help- 


ful, and  I came  away  with  a cute 
little  white,  short  sleeve,  uniform 
blouse.  Of  course,  I didn't  exactly 
tell  them  that  I might  wear  the 
blouse  one  day.  I'm  not  sure  how 
they  would  have  reacted  to  that  lit- 
tle tidbit  of  information.  I guess  that 
will  have  to  wait  until  my  next  visit. 

Another  great  online  source  for 
those  all  important  accessories  is 
School  Uniform  Hair  Bows,  Cheer- 
leading Hair  Bows  and  Accessories 
http://www.school-uniforms-hair- 
bows.com/default.cfm.  I had  no 
idea  just  how  many  types  of  bows 
there  were  until  I happened  upon 
their  vast  collection.  It's  a must  visit 
to  complete  your  outfit. 

For  the  shoes,  do  a search  for 
maryjanes  or  mary-janes  and  you 
should  come  up  with  quite  a list  of 
potential  providers.  You  will  also 
need  some  white  socks,  either  knee 
length  or  anklets.  For  both  of  these 
you  can  go  to  your  local  Wal-Mart 
or  other  department  store  and 
probably  find  what  you, II  need. 

If  you  are  going  to  be  taking  pic- 
tures, silly,  I know.  Of  course,  you 
are  going  to  be  taking  pictures! 
Consider  some  additional  props,  a 
lollipop,  school  books,  pencils,  cig- 
arettes for  the  naughty  school  girl,  a 
lunch  box,  or  maybe  a copy  of 
Lolita  by  Vladimir  Nabikov.  Try 
your  local  thrift  shop  for  a used 


school  desk.  I picked  one  up  for  90 
cents.  Now  that's  a deal! 

If  all  that  authenticity  isn't  your 
cup  of  tea,  there  are  of  course  hun- 
dreds of  costume  sites  on  the  Inter- 
net that  sell  variations  on  the 
theme.  The  accessories  for  these 
costumes  would  be  the  same  as 
those  for  the  authentic  version. 

As  with  all  of  our  little  fetishes 
and  clothing  obsessions,  the 
schoolgirl  outfit,  if  done  in  relative- 
ly good  taste  can  be  a lot  of  fun  to 
experiment  with.  So  as  the  leaves 
start  to  turn  and  the  autumn  winds 


blow,  enjoy  yourself  in  that  short 
little  plaid  skirt.  Study  hard  and  lis- 
ten to  the  teacher  when  she  tells 
you  to  put  your  gum  away. 

That's  all  for  this  issue.  I have  to 
go  now.  I think  I hear  the  first  peri- 
od bell  ringing! 

Model:  Kaylissa 

Photo  & makeup  by  Amanda  Richards 
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She’s  World  100  It  Lively  Like 


Dear  Ladylike, 

I would  like  to  submit  these  photos  for  future  con- 
sideration in  your  magazine.  Thank  you  for  running 
my  letter/photo,  and  another  photo  in  Mirror-Mirror  in 
the  April  issue.  I liked  the  cover  shot  of  the  upside 
down  picture.  It's  quite  an  attention-getter. 

When  I'm  hanging  out  with  my  girlfriends  at  my 
local  spots,  if  a LadyLike  magazine  has  just  come  out, 
I'll  take  it  with  me  and  show  it  to  them.  A lot  of  them 
have  never  subscribed  or  bought  it  locally  on  news- 
stands. So  many  of  them  always  want  to  borrow  it 
(which  I am  obliging  of).  There  is  quite  a fascination 
among  them  with  your  magazine.  It's  easy  to  read 
their  interest  right  off  because  they  always  say,  "Do 
you  mind  if  I borrow  this?"  They  have  a gleam  in  their 
eye  while  they  initially  scan  through  the  pages. 

So  far  I've  never  had  one  that  wasn't  returned.  I tell 
them  how  to  subscribe,  it's  all  right  there  in  the  book. 
There's  also  a certain  newsstand  that  carries  LadyLike. 
As  I write  this  letter  the  new  issue  is  right  around  the 


comer  so  I'll  be  checking  out  (as  we  all  do)  if  any  of 
my  photos  hit  the  pages. 

I'll  always  remember  my  first  photo  in  Mirror-Mir- 
ror. It  was  a black-and  white  shot  of  me  standing 
inside  the  front  door.  All  the  rest  have  been  in  color 
but  that  one  is  the  most  special.  I started  getting  pen- 
gal  mail.  I even  got  a couple  of  letters  from  Europe! 

My  best  to  all  the  staff  up  there  in  Lionville  and  the 
countless  number  of  people  who  have  written  me 
over  the  years  (thanks  to  Mirror-Mirror). 

Sincerely, 

Cris  Fox 
PO  Box  14271 
Louisville,  KY  1 4271 

Thanks  Cris!  We  encourage  any  attempts  to  pro- 
mote LadyLike  as  THE  magazine  for  TGs  everywhere. 


How  about  having  your  picture  taken  with  some  of 
your  gal  pals  and  sending  that  inf  Then  they  would 
want  to  buy  the  issue.  Now  that's  marketing! 

Cuite  Kitty! 

Dear  JoAnn; 

I am  enclosing  my  renewal  subscription  along  with 

a couple  photos. 
The  one  picture 
has  my  kitty  Vel- 
vet on  the  back 
of  the  chair 
looking  out  the 
window.  In  the 
other  one  I'm 
wearing  a new 
blouse  my  wife 
got  me  for  my 
birthday  in 
April.  I think 
your  subscrip- 
tion rate  is  really 
reasonable  for 
the  excellent 
quality  and  con- 
tents of  your 
magazine.  I 
especially  like 
Reality  Check 
and  On  My 
Mind.  Keep  up 
the  excellent  work.  I just  love  this  magazine. 

Very  sincerely, 

Renee  Miller 

503  Keystone  St. 

Waterloo, Iowa  50703 

She  Tuned  In  With  LL 

Dear  JoAnn  and  Angela, 

Recently  I renewed  my  subscription  to  LadyLike 
and  have  enjoyed  seeing  a number  of  old  friends  in 
the  Mirror-Mirror  and  letters  sections.  I say  old 
friends  because  I have  communicated  with  a num- 
ber of  them  through  the  years,  and  having  seen  a 
number  of  photos  and  articles  from  the  others,  I feel 
like  I know  them  too. 

While  I enjoy  the  entirety  of  your  classy  magazine, 
it  is  the  ability  to  find  like-minded  individuals  to  com- 
municate with  that  has  been  the  greatest  impact  that  it 
has  had  on  me.  The  hardest  part  of  being  a CD  for  me 
has  always  been  the  inability  to  talk  with  anyone 
about  my  obsession.  Your  magazine  has  enabled  me 
to  find  friends  who  have  empathy  for  the  needs  and 
desires  that  many  of  us  share.  I thank  you  so  much  for 
providing  me  with  this  opportunity. 


I also  love  seeing  the  photos  of  the  many  beautiful 
CDs  that  grace  the  Mirror-Mirror  section.  You  have 
been  kind  enough  to  include  a number  of  my  photos 
over  the  years  and  I have  sent  along  a couple  that  I 
hope  you  will  consider  for  future  issues  of  LadyLike. 
Love  to  you  both, 

Jackie 
FWD  3392 

That's  why  JoAnn  felt  compelled  to  start  LadyLike 
lo  those  many  years  ago.  She  realized  then  that  hiding 
in  the  closet  and  feeling  like  you're  the  only  person  in 


the  world  who  wants  to  do  this  dressing  up  thing  can 
be  very  bad  for  your  soul.  The  solution?  A magazine 
where  you  can  read  about  and  see  other  real  people , 
not  slick  models , so  you  know  you  aren't  alone  and 
that  dressing  up  is  a real  possibility.  Even  if  you  never 
get  out  of  the  house  at  least  you  can  feel  like  you're 
part  of  the  community  of  crossdressers  and  gender 
rebels  that  you  see  in  the  pages  of  LadyLike. 

SEfle’Ll  Pwwip:  Yow  Wys,  Girly 

Dear  Ladylike, 

I wish  today's  women  would  wear  the  sexy  thong 
leotards  and  tights  that  they  wore  during  aerobic 
workouts  in  the  1980's  and  early  90's.  Didn't  they 
know  the  power  it  had  over  men?  I guess  I'll  have  to 
carry  on  that  tradition.  I hope  I don't  get  too  many  of 
your  readers  overly  "pumped"  up.  It's  fabulous  being 
a woman. 

Hugs, 

Jennifer  Lattimer 

c/o  Photos  & More 

PO  Box  3623 

Centerline,  Ml  48015-0623 

jenl  951 6@sissify.com 

Keep  looking  fabulous  Jennifer  and  kudos  on  send- 
ing in  a theme  photo.  Girls , any  other  periods  of 
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female  fashion  that  get  you  excited ? Put  the  look 
together  and  send  us  a shot. 

Leivrv*ed  A Lessen* 

Dear  JoAnn, 

Hi,  my  is  Denise  Thomas  and  it's  been  awhile  since 
I wrote  to  you.  There's  so  much  to  share  and  ask.  I 
really  want  to  thank  you  for  putting  me  in  LL#58! 

My,  how  time  flies!  I've  got  seventy  five  percent  of 
your  wonderful  mags.  I'm  missing  a few  from  the 
beginning  and  lost  a few  others.  Bummer. 

Last  year  I was  committed  to  drug,  alcohol  and  sui- 
cide prevention  and  counseling  from  April  7th 
through  May  6th.  This  has  been  the  worst  year  of  my 
life.  It  started  last  February  when  I lost  my  girlfriend  of 
ten  years — and  part  of  it  was  due  to  my  crossdressing, 
the  sneaking,  hiding  of  clothes,  mags,  etcetera.  This  is 
a sad  tale  but  here  it  goes. 

I've  been  crossdressing  my  whole  life,  as  young  as 
five  or  six  years,  and  have  had  trouble  ever  since  then. 
Growing  up  in  the  70s  in  Philadelphia  was  probably 
even  harder.  There's  no  place  to  hide.  Eventually  you 
get  caught  and  make  excuses  and  people  let  it  rest  but 


your  mind  is  not 
at  rest.  To  me  it 
was  an  obses- 
sion/compulsion 
that  drove  me  to 
do  things  normal 
people  would 
never  even  think 
of  or  do  and  then 
pretend  that 
you're  normal.  I 
now  know  I'm 
not  normal  and 
am  learning  that 
there  is  a part  of 
society  that 
accepts  or  just 
doesn't  care 
what  you  wear  or 
the  way  you 
want  to  look. 

Back  in  issue 
#31  I wrote  a let- 
ter to  you  and 
your  answer  was 
1 00%  correct. 

My  girlfriend  and 
I moved  in 
together  ten 
years  ago  and  I put  all  my  clothes  in  storage.  She 
would  always  say,  "Why  don't  you  throw  it  away? 
You  don't  need  it."  But  I would  give  a lame  excuse 
and  that  was  that.  Over  the  years  your  magazine, 
along  with  others,  came  and  I kept  them  in  a separate 
bedroom  in  a drawer.  She  knew  I had  them  but  she 
didn't  want  any  part  of  what  was  there.  It  grew  and 
grew  and  about  five  or  six  years  into  the  relationship  I 
was  going  to  work  in  Ocean  City,  New  Jersey  for  three 
days  of  roofing  work  and  before  I left  she  warned  me 
she  better  not  find  any  clothing  in  the  house.  I snuck 
my  new  spring  dress  out  to  my  truck  and  put  it  behind 
the  seat.  The  first  night  in  New  Jersey  I went  to 
Atlantic  City  to  gamble.  I was  high  on  alcohol  and 
speed  and  I called  her  around  midnight.  There  in  the 
middle  of  the  casino  she  was  yelling  and  cursing  at 
me  on  the  phone.  She  said  she  went  out  to  look  for 
her  fishing  vest  and  found  a dress.  That  night  and  the 
next  two  days  I was  scared  shitless.  I was  with  some 
big,  bad  ass  roofers  and  I couldn't  tell  them  a word. 
Coming  home  I thought  my  stuff  would  all  be  out  on 
the  lawn.  Surprisingly  it  wasn't.  When  I went  in  the 
door  the  interrogation  started.  My  excuse  this  time 
was  that  I only  buy  the  stuff  to  try  it  on  and  then  return 
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it.  It  was  returned  the  next  day!  She  never  forgot  and 
used  that  against  me  and  would  tell  me  why  (do  I) 
stick  with  her  when  I could  be  free  and  do  what  I 
wanted.  But  when  you  have  someone  who  shares 
their  mind,  body  and  soul  and  have  been  places  no 
one  else  has  she's  special. 

She  left  me  in  February  2004.  The  first  big  problem, 
and  I see  it  now,  was  I was  dragging  her  down  finan- 
cially (big  one)  then  mentally. 

By  March  of  2004  I went  down  hill  and  tried  sui- 
cide on  April  7th.  I got  saved  by  someone  who  cared. 
It's  still  hard  today  to  forgive  myself.  There's  nothing 
worse  than  knowing  I could've  changed  things  before 
I tortured  myself. 

Have  fun,  stay  safe,  live  life, 

Diane  Thomas 
FWD  2237 

There  was  more  of  Diane's  letter  that  we  didn't 
have  room  for  but  you'll  be  happy  to  know  she  has 
been  to  Amanda  Richards  for  a makeover ; is  in  thera- 
py (which  she  has  attended  dressed)  and  she  is  getting 
out ; having  fun  and  will  be  sending  us  more  pics  for 
upcoming  issues  in  all  the  outfits  she's  bargain 
shopped  for.  Take  her  lesson  to  heart;  crossdressing 
isn't  something  to  be  ashamed  of  but  you  need  to  be 
open  and  honest  with  people  you  are  close  to.  The 


sneaking ; hiding  and  guilt , plus  the  accusations  of 
betrayal  when  you  are  eventually  caught  are  the  real 
thing  to  be  ashamed  of. 

Guerywne’s  A Crltlctuie 

Dear  JoAnn, 

Enclosed  is  my  renewal  check  for  LadyLike.  I hope 
that  my  tardiness  has  not  caused  me  to  miss  issue 
#62?  I do  so  enjoy  "our"  magazine.  I especially  enjoy 
the  Mirror-Mirror  section,  Letters  section  and  the 
provocative  articles  by  Jane  Martin  and  Foxy  Roxy. 
The  recent  added  LadyLike  Reality  Makeover  is  also  a 
big  plus  as  is  Glamour  Bits.  And  you  can  see  by  the 
pictures  that  I have  enclosed  that  I need  all  the  tips 
you  have  to  offer  and  then  some!  If  you  are  brave 
enough  please  feel  free  to  publish  my  pictures  as  you 
wish  in  the  upcoming  issues.  I have  also  enclosed  a 
swimsuit  picture,  gasp! 

There  are  only  two  regular  features  that  are  just  so- 
so  with  me:  Current  Queens  and  Ask  Astra.  Otherwise 
I do  so  look  forward  to  each  issue.  LadyLike  provides 
the  classiest  venue  for  us  all  to  learn  from  our  sisters 
across  the  country.  I am  always  seeking  to  expand  my 
contacts  with  kindred  sisters  who  enjoy  all  the 
delights  that  our  special  worlds  holds.  LadyLike  could 
only  be  better  if  was  bigger  and  monthly! 

Your  sister, 
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Oh , Joan , 
nobody  insults 
Astra  like  that.  Pray 
that  we  don't  use 
your  photo  for 
Reality  Makeover. 

fOoj>s‘,  -too  la.Ce.  U)e  re 
jonna.  A/eW-  is’s’ue.  /vtoa 
ha  ha  ha!  f\s+ra)  Astra 
is  the  one  who 
writes  all  those 
nasty  but  useful , 
comments  on  the 
pictures.  Be  afraid , 
be  very  afraid.  And 
Sarah  Thomas  just 
might  tease  your 
hair  till  you  fall 
over.  On  another 
note , you  sent  us  a 
shot  in  a swimsuit 
that  didn't  get  in 
this  issue.  For  some 
reason  several 
readers  sent  swim- 
suit shots.  Did  I 
mention  a swimsuit 
theme?  I don't  think 
I did  but  I used  to 
edit  another  publi- 
cation,  now 
defunct,  that  did  a 
swimsuit  issue  every  year.  Perhaps  there  is  some  con- 
fusion. Whatever  the  reason  though  it's  the  Li  readers 
who  win  since  they  will  get  to  see  all  those  lovely 
beach  bunnies  in  Mirror-Mirror  in  coming  issues. 


Dear  JoAnn  And  Angela, 

Once  again  I wish  to  renew  my  subscription  to  the 
best  transgender  magazine  on  the  market.  Of  course  I 
am  speaking  about  Ladylike.  As  you  know,  I have 
been  a subscriber  for  quite  some  time  and  have 
always  looked  forward  to  each  new  issue  you  publish. 

I think  you  have  out  done  yourselves  this  time.  I 
love  the  new  format.  What  a change!  It's  so  fresh  and 
colorful.  I am  unable  to  pick  out  anything  that  I like 


more  than  the  rest.  I 
read  it  from  cover  to 
cover  and  enjoy 
everything  about  it. 

I am  enclosing  a 
picture  of  myself  that 
was  taken  at  the  En 
Femme  Getaway 
Weekend  in  Eureka 
Springs,  Arkansas,  in 
the  fall  of  2003.  I 
hope  you  find  it  suit- 
able to  publish  in  Mir- 
ror-Mirror. For  the 
benefit  of  readers 
without  computers, 
you  can  forward  any 
mail  to  me  and  you 
can  print  my  email 
address  which  is  on 
the  back  of  the  photo. 

Thanks  again  for  a 
great  magazine!  Keep 
up  the  good  work! 
Sisterly  yours, 
Donna  Gauthier 
Ontario 
#2238 

donnagee@sympatico.ca 

Thank  you  for  the  praise.  We  are  pretty  happy  with 
how  the  revamping  of  LL  has  come  along,  too. 

Praise  far  The  T3e^ch 

Dear  JoAnn, 

It  is  hard  to  know  were  to  start.  Thank  you  for  all  the 
encouragement  you  have  given  me  over  time.  Thank 
you  so  much  for  organizing  Beauty  And  The  Beach. 

I have  been  out  a few  times  before  but  never  any- 
thing like  this.  Being  able  to  be  around  like-minded 
people  for  an  extended  period  and  being  able  to  dress 
anyway  you  want  was  a real  thrill.  It  was  great  to  meet 
people  and  to  meet  you  after  a long  time.  I was  never 
at  the  Poconos  so  I cannot  compare.  From  what  I 
heard  though  this  is  a much  better  place.  My  own 
impression  of  the  place  was  that  it  is  a tremendous 
spot.  All  the  staff  were  great,  even  wanting  to  have 
their  pictures  taken  with  us.  All  of  them  were  most 
courteous  and  helpful.  Our  rooms  were  nice  and  big 
and  plenty  of  space,  also  the  staff  kept  them  immacu- 
late. As  I had,  I think,  the  farthest  room  from  the  dining 
room  I got  lots  of  experience  walking  in  high  heels. 

I do  not  think  the  photographer  was  expert  at  the 
type  of  photography  we  wanted  but  I am  glad  you  did 
find  them  as  you  had  said  you  could  not  find  the  one 


you  wanted.  The  other 
vendors  were  superb.  I, 
as  you  can  imagine, 
fell  in  love  with  Aman- 
da (That's  our  Glamour 
Bits  Amanda  -Ed.)  I 
never  dreamed  there 
was  someone  with  the 
skill  to  make  me  look 
so  beautiful.  It  was 
amazing.  It  was  my 
biggest  thrill.  She  did 
such  a wonderful  job. 

Katie  with  Glamour 
Boutique  was  a sweet- 
heart. She  helped  me  a 
lot  in  selecting  the  right 
things  and  making  sure 
they  fit.  I bought  a lot  of  stuff  from  her. 

Donna  did  a terrific  job  on  my  hair.  It  may  be  old 
hat  to  you,  but  to  me  it  was  a big  thrill  to  have  your 
hair  clone  while  you  have  it  on.  Lots  of  CDs  I corre- 
spond with  dream  of  doing  that. 

I also  enjoyed  being  on  the  boardwalk.  As  you 
know  we  often  ventured  outside  and  many  times  had 
conversations  with  passersby.  Many  of  them  asked 
questions  and  we  told  them  about  us.  One  asked  what 
kind  of  jobs  we  had?  We  answered  good  jobs  in  many 
facets  of  the  work  place.  I was  dressed  in  my  sequin 
gown  and  all  my  make  over  and  indicating  myself 
said  we  had  to  have  good  jobs;  this  all  does  not  come 
cheap.  We  all  chuckled. 

Before  I came  to  the  event  I had  written  to  you  ask- 
ing questions.  I wondered  if  I was  too  thin  too  fat,  too 
ugly,  too  handsome,  too  tall,  too  short,  too  old  too 
young.  Well,  as  you  knew  at  the  time  because  you 
have  been  around  us  all,  it  turned  out  we  are  all  just 
fine  and  that  is  nice. 

We  went  out  shopping  and  had  a great  time  people 
were  all  happy  to  see  us  and  we  had  conversations 
with  many.  This  was  all  new  to  me  so  I was  always 
experimenting  to  see  what  was  what.  Everyone  was 
most  courteous  and  as  in  any  group  you  tend  to  meet 
some  who  become  friends  for  a long  time,  I am  sure. 

I have  been  writing  to  friends  I have  met  in  Lady- 
Like  and  they  all  want  to  know  all  the  details,  the  ones 
who  have  not  been  fortunate  enough  to  go  to  one. 
The  ones  who  have  been  (to  your  event)  want  to 
know  what  the  new  place  is  like.  I tell  them  it  is  a 
lovely  hotel  in  a lovely  spot.  Plenty  of  space  to  leave 
your  car  and  easy  to  get  around.  JoAnn,  I want  to  say 
how  very  comfortable  I felt  all  the  time.  True  to  your 
LadyLike  philosophy  you  run  it  all  exactly  the  way  I 
had  assumed  it  would  be  done.  Nice  people,  nice 


place  and  all  with  the  same  ideas.  I heard  by  the 
grapevine  that  you  had  already  placed  a deposit  for 
next  year.  If  this  is  so  I think  it  is  a wise  move.  It's  a 
long  way  for  me  to  drive  but  I broke  it  into  two  days 
so  not  to  bad.  I was  horrified  about  having  to  go  thru 
New  York  & New  Jersey  but  I managed  to  find  a route 
that  was  fine  and  many  times  I was  driving  through 
farms  and  countryside. 

I cannot  tell  you  in  words  how  fantastic  I felt  after 
my  make  over.  Blondes  do  have  more  fun.  Many  peo- 
ple, ones  I had  not  necessarily  talked  to  before,  came 
up  to  tell  me  how  great  I looked.  When  you  took  the 
time  to  tell  me  that  made  a big  impression  as  I am 
sure  you  have  seen  lots  of  makeovers. 

I am  not  sure  of  your  plan  for  room  mates  but  it  was 
great  having  Rachel  to  guide  me  thru  the  first  night, 
how  to  go  about  things,  and  also  accompany  me  to 
the  first  dinner  party.  I had  assumed  we  would  eat  too 
much  and  stay  up  too  late  and  get  fat  and  exhausted. 
Well,  I think  the  meals  are  very  well  planned.  Late 
brunch  means  you  can  sleep  in,  also  you  eat  enough 
so  you  do  not  need  anything  till  supper.  The  food  was 
good  and  not  overpowering.  I have  lost  fifty  pounds 
so  as  to  look  better  in  my  dress  and  did  not  want  to 
gain  it  all  back.  Also  the  first  day  I went  and  slept  all 
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. <!>*■***  afternoon  as  I was  tired  and  nothing 
was  going  on,  so  it  was  great.  The  timing  of  the 


meals  is  great. 


I do  not  drink  much  any  more  as  my  job  is  catering 
to  high-end  customers  with  large  yachts.  They  all 
want  you  to  have  a drink  with  them  and  if  you  do  it 
with  one  they  all  expect  you  to.  Well,  falling  into  the 
marina  is  not  an  option,  so  I refrain.  One  night  I was 
invited  up  to  a room,  Misty's,  I think,  and  we  had  a 
few  drinks.  Lots  of  us  were  there  and  it  was  very  fes- 
tive. I learned  an  important  lesson — having  a few 
drinks  and  walking  on  five-inch  heels  is  something 
you  need  to  be  very  careful  at. 

You  left  before  I had  a chance  to  say  thank  you,  so  I 
wanted  to  write  and  say  it,  and  what  a great  experi- 
ence you  provided  for  us  all. 

Thank  you  so  much  and  take  care. 

Yours,  Jayne,  Maine  FWD4445 
( JoAnn  replies  - / was  so  worried  that  Jayne  might 
not  have  a good  time.  She  called  and  wrote  me  sever- 
al letters  before  registering  for  the  event.  She  seemed 
so  nervous.  But , once  she  got  there  and  saw  everyone 
else  she  just  blossomed.  I am  so  pleased  she  had  a 
great  time  and  made  so  many  new  friends.  That's 
what  BATB  is  really  about  — a lifetime  of  friendships.) 


ftfrwer  LL  Cover  CSerl  Svultches! 

Dear  Angela, 

Hi!  I can't  believe  how  long  it  has  been  since  I 

posed  for  the 
cover  of  your 
wonderful 
magazine.  So 
much  has  hap- 
pened in  the 
last  two  years. 
First  I have  to 
thank  you  for  a 
little  piece  of 
advice  you 
gave  me  about 
getting  con- 
tacts instead  of 
glasses.  I wear 
my  contacts 
now  whenever 
I am  out  and 
you  sure  were 
right  about 

boys  not  mak- 
ing passes  at  girls  who  wear  glasses.  I have  had  to 
learn  a lot  about  how  girls  handle  all  the  attention.  It's 
a whole  new  world  since  I made  the  switch!  It's  been 
so  fun  just  exploring  being  me  and  getting  out  there.  I 


feel  I have  evolved  much  in  the  last  couple  of  years. 
Well,  with  contacts  it's  now  more  important  that  my 
brows  look  nice.  Having  my  brows  done  professional- 
ly has  made  me  feel  so  much  more  comfortable  with 
my  looks  in  either  mode.  I now  go  once  a month  and  I 
don't  know  what  I would  do  without  my  brow  stylist. 

Your  magazine  has  evolved  as  well!  Yet,  it  contin- 
ues to  be  a truly  wonderful  source  of  information  and 
inspiration  for  all  of  us  girls  out  there.  I hope  that 
LadyLike  will  always  be  there  for  us. 

I enclosed  a few  recent  pics  with  my  subscription 
and  hope  you  like  them.  Take  care  and  best  of  luck! 

Hugs, 

Dana  Lynn  Archer,  California 

Looking  good  Dana!  While  many  of  the  20  some- 
thing Goth  girls  do  well  with  their  glasses , contacts 
are  a better  idea  for  ladies  like  us.  And  your  brows 
look  marvelous , darling! 

C»wie  Ovn  /O-Kid  Vocjwe 

Dear  LadyLike, 

I've  just  received  my  copy  of  the  most  recent  issue  of 
Ladylike  and  loved  all  the  articles  and  letters  from  all  the 
beautiful  ladies.  It's  nice  to  see  that  we  girls  have  a 
Vogue  magazine  that  we  can  enjoy  and  send  our  reflec- 
tions about  ourselves.  Thank  you  for  publishing  a great 
magazine.  Thanks  also  for  the  pleasure  of  your  compa- 
ny as  well  as  all  the  ladies  out  there  and  thank  you  for 
letting  me  be  in  your  photo  section. 

Love, 

Challay,  Arizona 

FWD  4695 
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DRAG  RACE  2005  @ 10:30  PM 

Cash  prizes hosted  by  Frida  Lay, 
sponsored  by  Miller  Brewing 

‘TCMty  0 ’7<wt 

Although  you  won't  see  any  spinouts  or  crashes, 
The  Drag  Race  at  Roscoe's  Tavern  is  one  of  the 
hottest  sports  in  Chicago's  Boy's  Town.  Hosted  every 
Tuesday  night  by  the  beautiful  and  talented  Miss 
Frida  Lay,  the  place  is  packed  to  standing  room  only 
and  some  of  the  best  drag  queens  in  Chicago  perform 
for  prize 
money.  Judg- 
ing is  based 
on  applause 
and  crowd 
goes  wild  for 
their  favorite 
performer. 

Performers 
get  to  first 
choose  their 
own  song  and  after  that  songs  are  chosen  for  them  by 
spinning  a themed  roulette  wheel,  on  which  the 
songs  change  every  two  months.  One  recent  week  it 
was  " Wheel  of  Alanis  Morissette/'  but  past  wheels 
have  been:  "Wheel  of  Shania  Twain/'  "Wheel  of 
Cher/'  and  even,  "Wheel  of  Death/'  where  the  per- 
former has  no  clue  what  they  will  be  performing  and 
it  could  be  any  song  by  any  artist.  Performers  can 
either  lip  sync  or  sing  in  their  own  voice.  Frida  is  a 
great  hostess — funny  and  witty,  and  she  performs 


some  songs  as  well  throughout  the  show. 

Purple  Haze  ate  a sandwich  as  part  of 
her  performance— she  sang  "I  need  a 
hero,"  and  won  1 st  prize.  Michelle  Fight- 
er came  in  second  place,  and  third  place 
went  to  Mercedes.  Prize  money  is  $100 
for  first  place,  $75  second  and  $50  for 
third,  that's  in  addition  to  the  money  the 
audience  hands  the  performers  as  tips. 

If  you're  in  Chicago  on  a Tuesday  and 
want  to  see  a great  show,  or  even  sign  up 
and  perform,  don't  pass  up  The  Drag 
Races  at  Roscoe's  Tavern. 

Roscoe's  Tavern 
3356  N.  Halsted 
Chicago,  Illinois  60657 
77 3.281.3355 
fax:  773.281.1013 


Mercedes 

and 

Michelle 

Fighter 


2 9 


The  sun  was  long  gone  and  the 
weather  was  turning  ugly;  then  I saw 
the  red  and  blue  lights  strobing  off 
my  dashboard.  Well,  some  people 
stay  on  the  turnpike  and  others  take 
the  back  roads,  this  is  what  I got  for 
being  an  explorer. 

I pulled  over  into  a wide  cutaway 
with  a rare  street  light  on  a pole  and 
the  cop  followed  me  in  there.  I 
watched  out  the  side-mirror,  and 
damn  if  a female  officer  didn't  exit 
the  police  car!  Just  what  I friggin' 
needed,  a lady  gendarme  with  a 
hard-on  for  every  male  chauvinist  in 
sight. 

Little  did  I know. 

At  my  window  she  said,  "I'd  like 
to  see  your  license  and  registration, 
please."  I gave  her  the  cards  and  she 
went  back  to  her  car.  Hatless,  her 
thick  blonde  hair  touched  her  shoul- 
ders; the  black  leather  casings  of  her 
regalia  shone  in  the  glare  of  the 
streetlight.  Something  about  her  was 
tantalizingly  familiar;  then  I got  it, 
matching  the  face  with  her  oddly  lilt- 
ing voice. 

Two  weeks  ago  her  'case'  made 
national  news;  the  headline  read  PA 
TRANS-SEX  COP  WINS  LAWSUIT— 
'SHE'S'  REINSTATED!  Then  there'd 
been  a televised  press  conference. 
She  had  an  outstanding  record 
before  getting  her  breast-implants, 
and  now,  back  on  duty,  her  'transi- 
tioning phase'  would  begin  for  real. 
So  she  was  still  very  much  'pre-op', 
and  all  the  male  reporters  in  the 
room  practically  drooled  over  her 
raw,  sensual  beauty. 

Suddenly  this  weird  pixilation  of 
events  was  turning  me  on!  Alone  on 
a deserted,  dark  road  with  a ravish- 
ing transsexual  cop  who  had 
absolute  power  over  my  next  breath 
and  my  whole  being. 

Her  gun  was  a heavy  automatic, 
her  flashlight  and  black  baton  were 
long  and  thick;  she  had  plundered 
the  mystery  of  gender  and  beat  the 


pants  off  City  Hall. 

Even  out  here  in  the  cold,  with  no 
makeup,  she  was  gorgeous  and 
exotic-looking.  High  cheekbones, 
creamy  skin,  and  full,  enticing  lips. 
Anyone  she  couldn't  excite  would 
have  to  be  a eunuch,  a Republican, 
or  dead. 

My  manhood  pressed  hard 
against  my  zipper.  I willed  myself  to 
get  soft,  but  to  no  avail.  'Cool  it,  you 
little  bastard,  this  is  a biological 
male  we're  stuck  with  here!' 

'I  want  Rena',  my  penis  said,  'any 
old  port  in  a storm'. 

Rena  Covington  was  this  cop's 
name.  Her  name  used  to  be  'Randy', 
but  so  what? 

The  earlier  drizzle  turned  mostly 
to  snow  that  looked  like  confetti  in 
the  colored,  whirling  lights.  She  had 
her  hat  now  and  put  it  on.  Her 
breasts  loomed  big  in  the  shadow 
she  made  on  the  road.  I put  my  right 
hand  on  the  steering  wheel  and  my 
left  hand  on  my  right  forearm;  now 
my  tumescent  and  humped-up  groin 
was  well-covered. 

At  my  window  again  she  said, 
"Mike,  your  license  expires  next 
week." 

"Yes,  I'll  tend  to  that  a.s.a.p,"  I 
said,  "Uh,  was  I doing  anything 
wrong,  I mean  for  you  to  stop  me?" 

"You  were  driving  erratically." 

"No,  I wasn't,"  I said,  and  without 
thinking,  "but  I'll  probably  drive 
erratically'  now."  She  leaned  down 
level  with  my  face  and  said,  "Do 
you  know  me?" 

"No,"  I said,  "but  I know  who 
you  are." 

"Would  you  put  your  hands 
where  I can  see  them." 

"My  hands  are  where  you  can  see 
them." 

"Step  out  of  your  truck,  please." 

"But  officer..." 

"Step  out  of  your  vehicle,  please, 
sir." 

Uh  oh,  what  happened  to 


'Mike'. ..now  I was  scared.  I got  out 
and  stood  at  'parade  rest',  my  hands 
clasped  behind  me;  to  do  anything 
else  seemed  chicken.  She  looked 
from  my  license  to  me,  then  again, 
and  said,  "You  look  better  without 
the  mustache." 

"Th-thanks,"  I said,  shivering, 
"you,uh,  have  really  nice  equip- 
ment." 

"So  do  you,  apparently." 

I pointed  and  said,  "Officer,  I 
meant  your  police  equipment." 

She  looked  down.  "Oh,  of 
course,"  and  she  snorted  a laugh,  a 
very  cute  laugh.  Her  lips  parted 
showing  white,  perfect  teeth.  She 
handed  me  my  stuff  and  said,  "All 
right,  here  it  is,  there's  a lot  of  black 
ice  up  ahead,  in  a half  hour  every- 
thing'll be  white,  just  a coating  but 
you  won't  see  much,  especially 
going  North;  my  station  just  told  me 
they'll  block  route  61  off  entirely." 

I asked  her  what  she  thought  I 
should  do. 

"Well,  you  shouldn't  try  to  go 
on,"  she  said,  "and  there's  not  a sin- 
gle motel  or  B&B  'till  you  hit  Cen- 
tralia." 

"Damn!"  I looked  at  my  truck,  at 
the  light,  and  then  at  her. 

"I  think  you  should  follow  me," 
she  said  firmly. 

"F-follow  you?  to  the  police  sta- 
tion?" 

"No,  I mean  follow  me  home.  " 

"Home?  you  mean,  to  your 
house?" 

"No,  to  a JIFFY  LUBE... of  course 
to  my  - house." 

I looked  up  and  down  the  road 
stupidly.  "What's  the  problem?"  she 
said,  "I'm  offering  you  a safe  place 
to  spend  the  night." 

"How  safe?" 

"Well  we  won't  know  that  'till  we 
get  there,  will  we.  Look,  keep  your 
illusions.  I thought  we  were... 
maybe  I was  wrong..." 

"No,"  I said  "you. ..you  weren't 
wrong,  but,  it  just  seems  so...volun- 
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tary..." 

"All  right  then,  consider  yourself 
under  arrest,  suspicion  of  DUI,  that 
let  you  off  the  hook  enough?  It's 
your  decision;  you  either  have  the 
balls  to  walk  on  the  wild  side,  or 
you  don't.  Any  time  you  get  panicky 
you  can  split,  part  of  the  deal.  So, 
want  to  follow  me?" 

"I  do." 

She  smiled,  rather  evilly,  and  said, 
"Gee,  sounds  like  a wedding  vow." 

"I'll  follow  you,"  I said,  "but  let's 
not  get  carried  away." 

She  put  her  flashers  off  and  drove 
slowly;  the  strange,  seething 
'romance  of  this  weird  adventure 
made  my  guts  flutter  wildly,  but  I 
was  determined  not  to  back  out, 
whatever  consummation  reared  its 
head. 

Her  house  was  a secluded,  log  A- 
frame.  Large  inside  and  beautifully 
furnished.  Rena  got  us  some  ice- 
cold  Chablis  and  we  sat  on  the  far 
ends  of  a small  love  seat  with  lace 
doilies  on  the  arms  and  a tanned 
deer-hide  draped  over  the  back.  The 
article  I'd  read  said  she  was  an 
expert  hunter  and  marksman,  and  I 
was  feeling  more  like  'prey'  by  the 
minute.  She'd  removed  her  belt  and 
was  sleek  and  slim  in  her  tight,  black 
police  outfit.  My  brain  was  already 
webby  from  the  wine,  and  from  the 
smell  of  forbidden  sex.  Why  had  I 
really  come  with  her...  ? 

She  refilled  our  glasses  and 
moved  closer.  Feeling  the  heat  from 
her  body  I drained  half  my  glass 
quickly;  she  moved  closer  yet,  put 
her  hand  on  my  thigh  and  said,  "You 
feel  all  right?" 

"I'm  a bit  nervous,  a tad  ... 
woozy..."  I turned  to  face  her.  Our 
eyes  locked  for  long  seconds;  she 
shifted  her  thumb  slightly  on  my  leg, 
and  it  felt  like  the  world  moved. 
"Maybe  you  should  kiss  me,"  she 
said. 

It  was  all  going  so  fast,  the  blood 
pounding  in  my  loins,  her  eyes  clos- 
ing, her  face  an  inch  away,  but  I 
said,  "Urn...  I,  uh,  never  place  my 
lips  upon  a body  in  a uniform..." 
Kissing  another  man,  no,  I knew 
some  gay  guys  who  didn't  even  do 
that. 


She  pulled  back;  she  stood 
abruptly  and  said,  "Humph,  no  kiss, 
huh?  No,  no  you  don't  have  to  say 
anything,  but  let  me  ask  you,  just 
what  did  you  think  was  gonna'  hap- 
pen here  tonight?  you  figure  I'm 
some  horny  crossdresser  cruising 
around  looking  for  dirty  thrills,  then 
you  get  a quick  B.J.  and  you're 
outta'  there?  Wham  bam  thank  you 
ma'am,  something  like  that?" 

"Of  f icer,  I'm-" 

"For  God's  sake  at  least  call  me 
Rena!" 

"Rena,  I'm  sorry.  My  mind  is 
push-pulling  me,  I'm  all  screwed  up 
and-" 

"-oh,  forget  it,"  she  said,  pacing 
to-and-fro,  "the  mood  is-look,  it's 
not  you,  it's  me." 

"No,  it's  me,  I'm  the  total  amateur 
here." 

"You're  wrong,"  she  said,  "you 
sensed  I'm  not  really  into  this;  I have 
the  soul  of  a woman  but-" 

" — that's  what  I was  counting 
on." 

"Yes,  I am  a woman,  soon  I'll  be 
physically  all  woman,  but  the  prob- 
lem is...  I'm. ..I've  turned  gay."  She 
looked  at  me  squarely. 

"You're  ...  gay?  but  isn't  that — " 

"You  don't  understand,  I thought 
I'd  give  it  one  more  go,  with  a regu- 
lar guy,  but  I need  to  face  the  truth,  I 
want  other  women , or  another  'girl' 
like  myself,  as  I am  now...  is  all  this 
confusing  to  you?" 

"Well...  no  ...  yes...  no...  yes..."  I 
waffled,  "I'm  sorry,  I'm  not  gay,  I 
mean  I don't  think  I am...  but  really, 
I've  only  been  with  women." 

"I  don't  want  a gay  man,"  she 
said,  "I  need  another  woman  who's 
also  gay." 

"Hmm,  I wish  I could  help,"  I 
said,  "I  wish  I were  temporarily 
sane..." 

"You're  still  all  hot  and  swollen 
down  there,  look  at  you!" 

"Yeah,  fat  lot  of  good  that  does 
anyone."  We  both  drank  more  wine; 
she  refilled  our  glasses,  killing  the 
bottle  and  said,  "Would  you  hold 
me?"  I said  certainly,  and  she  sat  and 
we  embraced  for  a minute,  then  she 
whispered,  "I'll  go  slip  into  some- 
thing more  comfortable." 


Funny,  how  that  old  cliche  felt 
fresh  and  new.  In  seconds  music 
came  on  as  if  trailing  after  her  in  her 
wake,  its  source  unknown,  but  it 
was  Ravel's  Bolero , the  ultimate 
seduction  song.  In  less  than  five 
minutes  she  came  breezing  back  in. 
Amazing,  a cop  left  and  a sultry,  sex- 
pot  female  returned.  She  wore  white 
high-heeled  pumps,  sheer  pink 
nylons,  a short,  pink  silk  robe,  belted 
at  her  small  waist  and  showing  full 
cleavage  with  the  nipples  jutting  out. 
She  had  fluffed  her  hair  and  that  fast 
had  put  on  some  makeup,  but  no 
lipstick,  which  worried  me  vaguely. 

She  sat  next  to  me  and  pulled  me 
close,  and  divining  my  weakest  link 
to  resistance  her  lips  kissed  my  ear 
and  then  gored  it  with  her  tongue, 
but  gently.  I groaned,  quietly  and 
she  said,  "You  like  that,  don't  you, 
Mike..." 

"Yeah,  it  feels  great,  mmm,  I wish 
...  I could  ...  excite  you..." 

"You  could  do  that,"  she  whis- 
pered, my  head  swimming, "if  you'd 
let  me...  dress  you  up..." 

"Dre — dress  ...  what...  ?"  I was 
panting  and  breathless  now. 

"Dress  you  all  up,  darling..." 

"As  ...  as  what ...  ?" 

"As  a penguin!  Dress  you  up  as  a 
girl,  of  course." 

I sat  straight  up  and  looked  at  her. 
"You  want  to  dress  me,  as  a girl?" 

"Yes,  how  about  it,  I know  you'd 
be  good;  you've  got  the  right  bone- 
structure  and  you  look...  familiar, 
anyway  in  this  lifestyle  you  know 
these  things,  call  it  feminine  intu- 
ition." 

"Well,  all  right,"  I said  dubiously, 
"we've  gone  this  far..." 

"Come  with  me." 

She  took  me  to  the  bedroom, 
where  female  clothing  and  shoes 
were  already  laid  out  on  the  bed.  I 
didn't  comment,  except  to  say, 
"These  are  like,  fetish  apparel  type 
things,  aren't  they?" 

"I  suppose  so." 

"I'll  wear  anything  you  want  me 
to  wear." 

"This  stuff  works  faster."  I looked 
at  the  shoes,  which  resembled  tor- 
ture devices,  and  said,  "I  can't  walk 
in  five-inch  heels,  not  that  spikey," 


and  then  I thought,  'well,  duh,  what 
heels  could  you  walk  in,  moron?' 

"Forget  walking,"  she  said,  "you'll 
see  yourself  in  the  patent-leather 
when — ah,  never  mind..."  See, 
myself...  hmm...  whatever.  She 
helped  me  with  the  sheer  off-black 
nylons,  and  hooked  them  to  the 
garter-straps  on  the  waist-cinching 
black  bustier.  Rena  was  glad  I 
shaved  myself  down  for  indoor 
swimming,  and  said,  "There's  few 
things  on  earth  more  over-rated  than 
body  hair."  (just  then  however,  I was 
kind  of  wishing  I had  some)  She  put 
me  in  an  open-front,  diaphanous 
black  negligee  with  a frilly,  ruffled 
border,  then  brought  over  two 
rounded  lumps  on  a tray. 

"What's  that?"  I said,  "jello?"  She 
laughed  and  said,  "Breast  forms," 
and  when  I saw  the  dark  aureoles 
and  the  nipples  I blurted  out  "They 
look  so  real!"  They  had  a strong 
adhesive  and  she  attached  them  by 
mere  pressure;  their  edges  blended 
quite  seamlessly  with  my  own  flesh, 
and  Rena  said  "Mm,  a custom  fit!" 
She  insisted  I shake  and  wriggle 
them  just  jike  a slutty  go-go  dancer, 
and  I knew  then  what  a girl's  pendu- 
lous boobs  felt  like.  She  harnessed 
my  raging  member  in  a pair  of  red 
silk  panties,  and  their  erotic  friction 
nearly  finished  me.  I already  dripped 
slightly  and  now,  I saw  her  reaction 
as  her  robe  fell  open  as  if  on  cue. 

I'd  been  in  denial  about  her  male 
appendages  which  were  also  con- 
strained by  panties  and  now  her 
mutual  bulge  was  evident;  but  the 
flow  was  dragging  me  along  inex- 
orably, and  to  oppose  it  would  be 
useless.  And  strangely,  for  once  in 
my  life  pleasing  my  'partner'  was 
paramount.  Rena  saw  this  too  and 
said  "You're  a damn  fine  girl,  um, 
'Michelle',  may... I call  you 
Michelle?" 

"Are  you  serious,  have  I any 
choice  at  this  point?" 

"Not  really;  and  every  man 
deserves  a femme  name,  if  he's  been 
decent..." 

"If  I felt  any  more  femme  than 
this,  they'd  have  to  re-baptize  me." 

"We're  getting  there,"  she  said, 
fitting  the  shoes  to  my  feet. 

It  took  every  ounce  of  Will  to 


hold  back,  a thousand  carnal 
twinges  made  my  untrammeled 
arousal  brutally  sexy,  my  boyhood 
quailed  before  the  spears  of  lust — 
the  tight,  mirrorlike  shoes  seemed  a 
yoke  that  hooked  her  soul  to  mine; 
she  stood  me  up  in  them  and  smiled 
at  my  efforts  to  stabilize,  and  said, 
"Now  the  earrings,  then  your  make- 
up, the  wig  comes  last,  of  course." 

"Oh,  obviously,"  I said;  she 
chucked  my  chin  and  said  "Don't  be 
smart." 

The  earrings  were  two-inch  long 
diamond-shaped  clusters  of  stones 
that  dazzled  in  the  light;  they  had 
screw-down  posts  and  I winced 
when  they  pinched  my  earlobes. 
One  more  turn  and  they  were 
anchored  tight.  They  changed  my 
face  remarkably!  Its  planes  were  so 
womanly  now,  and  when  she  made 
me  turn  my  head  sharply  like  a lewd 
stripper  I said,  "You  are  really  having 
your  way  with  me!" 

"Ah,  yes,"  she  said,  " 'whereso'er 
I go,  the  queenly  personality  lives  in 
me,  and  feels  her  royal  rights!'  " 

"Where's  that  from?"  I said,  and 
she  said,  "Moby  Dick,  Ahab  says  it." 

"Captain  Ahab,  he  says  that?"  I 
turned  to  face  her,  the  earrings 
bumping  my  neck  made  me  feel 
hugely  girlish,  "he's  the  toughest 
dude  in  all  literature,  he's  been  my 
hero  forever,  he  says  'queenly'?" 

"Yep,  it's  right  there  in  the  book, 
you  should  feel  justified  about  it" 

I mused  on  that,  and  looked  at  all 
the  makeup  on  the  vanity,  and  point- 
ing to  it  said,  "Is  this  going  to  hurt?" 

"Everything  comes  with  a price, 
especially  beauty,  you're  doing  great 
baby,  just  relax  now."  Then  she  took 
a wand-like  device  she  got  from 
cable  TV  ads  and  trimmed  the  'bulk' 
from  my  eyebrows,  and  applied 
things  to  my  face  swiftly  and  expert- 
ly and  had  me  watch  her  work  in  the 
mirror;  moisturizer,  foundation, 
powder  and  blush,  then  the  full 
range  of  eye-makeup.  None  of  it 
'hurt'  really,  probably  I'd  meant  psy- 
chic pain;  the  harsh  grip  of  the  shoes 
and  earrings  took  my  mind  off  it  and 
anyway  I felt-special,  sort  of  pam- 
pered and  fussed  over,  like  an  actor 
on  the  set  of  a drag  production. 

Then  Rena  started  murmuring 


'wait  a minute'. ..wait-a-minute  ... 
she'd  seen  something.  She  used  the 
trimmer  again  and  shaped  my  eye- 
brows. I offered  not  a word  of 
protest,  then  she  did  my  eyes  heav- 
ier and  this  time  stuck  on  false  lash- 
es, more  mascara;  she  made  me  bat 
the  lashes  vampishly.  She  finished 
hurriedly  and  from  the  wide-open 
closet  (the  one  I sort  of  felt  I'd  just 
escaped  from)  she  took  the  wig  from 
its  fake  head.  It  was  'big  hair'  all 
right,  jet  black  with  elaborate  curls 
and  bangs  and  flipped  in  lustrous 
waves  to  my  shoulders.  The  wig  in 
place,  she  stepped  back.  "Jesus!"  she 
said,  "I  knew  you  looked  familiar! 
Look!  who  do  you  look  like?"  I 
turned  to  view  the  mirror  full-face  at 
last  and  said,  "Um...  Joan  Collins...?" 

"When  she  was  younger,  of 
course,"  Rena  said.  We  both  stared 
at  me.  Then  she  said,  "May  I make 
an  observation?" 

"I'm  all  yours,"  I said,  my  eyes 
glued  to  the  incredible  likeness. 

"You're  wasted  as  a boy,  I mean 
you're  handsome  but — this  is 
astounding,  you  should  be  lip- 
synching  in  drag  on  stage,  or  you 
could  be  Joan's  stunt-double  or 
something — dear  God  I can't  wait  to 
see  you  all  complete!"  She  snatched 
a lipstick  in  a silver  tube  off  the  vani- 
ty and  twisted  it  up  into  a gleaming, 
rose-red  shaft.  Its  awesome  potential 
was  daunting,  and,  gulping,  I said, 
"Ah,  Rena,  um,  maybe  I'm  more, 
you  know,  the  'outdoor'  type..." 

"Oh,  don't  be  silly,  we've  already 
crossed  the  line,  hmm?" 

"But  I can  see  you're  getting 
turned  on  and — " 

"We  have  to  finish  this,"  she  said, 
"all  the  way  or  no  way,  come  on, 
hand  me  that  other  one,  there  beside 
the  hand-mirror."  I gave  her  the  gold 
tube  and  she  exposed  it,  like  a red 
rocket,  a flatter  hue  than  'mine'  but 
equally  powerful,  and  she  said, 
"We'll  do  this  together,  it'll  be  fun!" 

"Put  lipstick  on  each  other?  is  that 
how  it's  done?" 

"Don't  know,  it'd  be  something 
new." 

"But  you've  been...  with  other 
men..." 

"Sure,  but  they  wouldn't  change 
for  me." 


"I'm  not  'changing',  I'm  just  ... 
bending..." 

"Hmm,  we'll  see.  But,  Michelle, 
girls  put  on  their  makeup,  their  lip- 
stick, then  they  get  made  love  to, 
and  that's  exactly  what's  happening 
to  you..."  She  had  the  mental  force 
of  two  minds,  her  wisdom  out- 
gunned me  to  the  max;  and  thus, 
defeated,  I matched  her  possessive 
cupping  of  my  chin  and  we  com- 
menced. And  after  scant  seconds  my 
poor  engorged  johnson  went  crazy 
for  release!  The  varied  shades  of  red 
intensified  this  erotic  blast  and  slow- 
ly, deliberately  we  'girled'  our  lips 
from  bland  to  beautiful,  and  oh  so 
kissable  ...  I had  to  cool  things  down 
or  else! 

So  I thought  about  how,  in  the 
marines,  me  and  my  co-grunts 
would  don  our  camouflage-paint 
after  President  Reagan  sent  us  to 
Grenada,  where  we  had  no  mirrors 
in  the  field.  The  grey,  green  and 
black  camo-colors  came  in  wide, 
olive-drab  tin  cylinders,  and  we  had 
to  apply  it  to  one  another  to  get  it  on 
right.  Then  we  rescued  some  stu- 
dents, who  bowed  down  and  kissed 
our  feet  as  heroes.  Now  Ronald  Rea- 
gan was  dead  and  I was  being 
turned  into  a super-feminine  she- 
male:  what  sense  did  it  all  make...  ? 

It  made  no  sense — or  perfect 
sense.  My  somber  analogy  was  lost 
as  I gazed  into  Rena's  eyes,  at  her 
luscious,  reddening  lips,  feeling  my 
own  mouth  ripening  into  a 
woman's,  stroking  the  lipstick  over 
and  over,  and,  for  my  part,  with 
eerie  skill...  I felt  like  I was  being 
'painted'  into  a corner,  a totally  girl- 
ish corner  of...  betrayal.  Betraying 
the  entire  male  sex  shamelessly;  and 
yet,  and  yet!  realizing  that  only  by 
loving  our  most  shameful  actions 
can  we  truly  ever  win  absolute, per- 
fect freedom. 

So  now  another  citadel  was 
breached — the  smell  and  feel  of  the 
makeup,  and  of  our  stockinged  legs, 
intertwined  and  rubbing,  thighs 
caressing  smoothly,  this  was  too,  too 
much  for  my  throbbing  'private',  a 
volcano  about  to  erupt  'till  I gasped 
"Rena  please!"  and  held  my  hands 
up  as  if  warding  off  witches,  and  she 
said  "Honey  what's  wrong?" 


"I  have  to  ...  I need  to  kiss  you!"  I 
said  breathlessly,  "but  if  we  don't 
stop  a minute,  I'll  lose  it  for  sure." 

"Me,  too,"  she  confessed,  "let's 
wait,  'till  our  gloss  sets  anyway."  She 
stood  us  up,  and  we  fell  to  each 
other — my  extra  weight  in  front,  and 
even  on  my  pouty  lips  pulled  me  to 
her  like  a frenetic  female  gravity;  but 
I was  steadier.  "You're  better  in  those 
high-heels  already,"  she  said,  "such 
a 'natural',  you  are."  And  I said, 
"Yeah,  all-too-natural."  I returned 
the  tight  prison  of  her  embrace. 

"Look,  it  she  said  "your  inner 
woman  is  half  of  you,  or  more  than 
half,  you  have  no  right  to  keep  her 
locked  up,  you  try  that  and  she'll 
rebel  and  make  you  crazy,  or  make 
you  get  mean  and  cruel;  please 
don't  join  that  men's  club,  believe 
me,  it's  a really  big  one." 

We  swayed,  barely,  to  the  music, 
our  breasts  jousting,  hands  exploring 
sacred  places  fondly,  our  eyes  met, 
went  to  our  lips  as  you  see  sweet- 
hearts do  in  a movie,  their  faces 
move  to  each  other  with  killing 
slowness  ...  then,  finally,  our  red  lips 
met,  lightly,  then  more  firmly  as  they 
opened,  and  oh!  our  tongues 
touched,  probing  in  that  aftershock 
and  then  thrashing;  we  stayed  kiss- 
ing but  turned  more  toward  the  mir- 
ror— there  we  were,  two  voluptuous 
girls  fiercely  making  out  and  grasp- 
ing, pushing  into  ourselves  and 
grinding.  I was  so  lost  in  this  bizarre 
passion,  how  could  I not  question 
how  lost  I got  so  quickly,  but  I didn't, 
I only  gave  in  to  it,  and  all  the  rest 
seemed  so  normal,  and  so  pure... 

On  the  bed  and  lying  down,  our 
legs  locked,  our  lips  still  glued 
together;  her  hand  massaged  my  ass 
in  its  silken  trap  and  the  other  on  my 
boobs,  oh!  some  built-in  pliancy  or 
energy  carried  her  vibes,  her  hand's 
heat,  my  tits  felt  real!  And  she  whis- 
pered "Oh,  Michelle,  you  are  my 
girl,  my  own  movie-queen,  my  lip- 
stick lesbian  lover!"  as  she  kissed 
and  licked  my  ear,  my  neck  and  my 
lips — I groaned  aloud  and  she  said 
"Don't — don't  hold  back,  we're 
almost  there,  your  girl  is  all  but  free, 
let  her  go!  follow  my  rhythm  , move 
with  me,  and  tell  me,  tell  me  you 
love  this  too,  tell  me  you're  my  girl!" 


"Oh  ...  God  ...  yes!"  I hissed,  "yes 
I'm  your  girl,  oh  Rena  I do  love 
this!" 

"Oh  I know  you  love  it,  just  press 
on  me  now,  we  I re  getting — oh, 
wait  and  kiss  me  just  before..."  and 
so  we  moved  and  moved  some 
more  as  madly,  hotly,  wetly,  queen- 
ly, wildly  we  held  ...  and  held,  and 
then  she  said,  'Oh,  kiss  me — wait, 
now  just,  hardly  any  pressure  just 
enough,  ah!  we're  there,  your  girl  is 
free,  she's  free!  and  yes  ...  and  yes 
now!  kiss  me  now!"  and  all  at  once 
for  both  of  us  it  was  oh!  ohh!  OHHM 
Over.  And,  spent,  we  lay  there,  pant- 
ing, sweating,  holding  hands... 

I didn't  want  to  run  away,  to  be 
gone  anyplace  else  as  per  usual  after 
such  thrills  with  all  the  women  I'd 
known.  That  was  funny,  and  apro- 
pos all  the  sweet  surrender  Rena 
said,  "Mike  is  so  damn  straight  it's 
scary,  Michelle  is  stone  cold  gayer 
than  gay,"  and  I said,  "Uh,  that's 
good,  right?"  She  squeezed  my 
hand. 

"Honey,  we're  made  for  each 
other,  it  was  so  lovely  to  feel  you 
becoming  a girl." 

"The  clothes  helped  a lot,  the 
makeup...  but  I'll  say  this — Moby 
Dick  has  nothing  on  either  of  us." 

"Yes,  for  now,  but  when  I have 
a. real,  um,  blowhole,  will  you  still 
want  to...  harpoon  me  ...  ?" 

"I'll  want  you  more  then,  I love 
women,  in  either,  eh. ..'persona'...?" 

"That's  the  word — so,  you  will  be 
a girl  for  me  again,  you'll  change  for 
me?" 

"If  that's  how  you  want  me,  yes, 
I'll  be  your  girl,  whenever." 

"How  about  again  now?"  I looked 
at  her.  "I  don't  know,"  I said,  "is  my 
lipstick  smeared?" 

"Oh,  baby,"  Rena  said  happily, 
"you're  really  getting  the  hang  of 
this!"  Then  she  handed  me  my  lip- 
stick and  said,  "Here,  I want  to 
watch  you  make  yourself  all  pretty 
and  kissable." 

"Do  I have  to?" 

"I  insist,  and  then  I have  some 
other  ideas  in  mind  for  you..." 

What  she  meant  by  that,  I couid 
just  imagine... 


Boo k Review 

Alice  in  Genderland 

by  Jamie  Nicholes 

If  there's  anything  the  world  is  obsessed 
with  more,  it's  the  immediate  need  to  assign 
everything  and  everyone  they  come  in  con- 
tact with  to  a specific  category.  Good  or  bad. 
Salty  or  sweet.  Gay  or  straight.  Male  or 
female.  For  the  sake  of  our  own  comfort,  we 
human  beings  seem  to  label  our  surroundings 
so  that  we  have  some  idea  of  what  to  expect. 
We  do  this  most  tenaciously  with  gender,  and 
this  is  a big  problem  for  the  transgender  com- 
munity, which  renders  gender  as  malleable, 
something  that  can  be  crossed  back  and  forth 
or  changed  permanently.  Just  by  being  them- 
selves, transgendered  people  like  Richard 
Novic,  M.D.,  author  of  Alice  in  Gen- 
derland, shred  our  ultimate  security 
blanket:  the  sense  that  anyone  trans- 
gendered is  an  anomaly. 

So  far,  though,  no  transgendered  per- 
son has  come  along  and  made  his/her 
life  feel  so  immediate  and  real  that  you 
could  imagine  yourself  facing  those 
same  temptations  and  predicaments 
and  your  life  evolving  along  those  same 
unconventional  lines.  Dr.  Novic's  mem- 
oir, Alice  In  Genderland,  is  the  first 
autobiography  I've  ever  seen  by  a 
crossdresser,  as  opposed  to  a transsexu- 
al, and  it's  one  that  immediately  draws 
in  even  a non-trans  reader  like  myself. 
Anyone  with  a secret  or  an  alternative 
identity  will  connect  with  it,  for  its 
depiction  of  the  terrors,  thrills  and  tri- 
umphs of  self-discovery.  Through  vivid 
vignettes  and  thoughtful  soul-searching, 

Novic  de-demonizes  crossdressing  by 
making  it  clear  that  ever  since  he  first 
donned  a pair  of  panties  at  the  tender 
age  of  eleven,  he  has  simply  striven  to 
understand  and  express  himself,  the 


same  goal  that  motivates  us  all,  transgen- 
dered or  not. 

This  book  is  what  the  MtoF  TG  community 
has  been  starving  for  - an  "I'm  just  a boy  who 
played  soccer,  grew  up  in  a Jewish  family  and 
have  gone  on  to  make  something  of  myself, 
while  eventually  finding  healthy  relationships 
that  allow  me  to  utterly  (and  I mean  utterly) 
flourish  as  a crossdresser"  memoir.  Though  at 
times  scandalous,  it  is  a tale  told  with  all  the 
confidence  and  comfort  of  a quaint  house- 
wife sharing  a recipe  at  a Tupperware  party. 
While  the  details  of  this  recipe  may  differ 
from  one  TG  to  the  next,  and  the  ingredients 
may  be  a little  different  for  folks  outside  the 
community  like  me,  Alice  in  Genderland 
shows  us  one  remarkable  and  proud  way  to 
live  the  life  we've  been  given. 


“Poignant,  honest,  amazing... 

Finally  a pull-no-punches  memoir  by  a crossdresser 
in  search  of  himself  and  the  truth” 


- Gina  Lance,  Editor-In-Chief, 
GIRL  TALK  magazine 


Fresh 
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Go  Ask  Alice” 


Alice  in  Genderland 

Available  now  at  iUniverse.com  and  Amazon.com 
Or  call  1-877-288-4737  toll  free  to  order. 


The  Philadelphia  Center  for  Transgender  Surgery 

Bala  Cynwyd,  Pennsylvania 


OFFERING  THE  FULL  COMPLIMENT  OF  SURGICAL  AND  NON-SURGICAL  PROCEDURES 
FOR  TRANSGENDER  INDIVIDUALS.  SPECIALIZING  IN  THE  MOST  ADVANCED 

REASSIGNMENT  PROCEDURES. 


Dr.  Sherman  Leis,  Board  Certified  in  General  Surgery  and  Plastic  and 
Reconstructive  Surgery,  is  a medical  school  professor  of  surgery, 
director  of  residency  training  in  plastic  surgery,  and  has  over  30  years 
surgical  experience. 


Surgical  Procedures: 

• Male  to  female/female  to  male  reassignment 

• Breast  augmentation  or  lift 

• Breast  reduction  or  removal 

• Pectoral  or  calf  augmentation 

• Arm  or  thigh  lift 

• Buttock  enhancement  or  reduction 

• Blepharoplasty  (eyelid  surgery) 

• Rhytidoplasty  (face  lift) 

• Forehead/brow  lift 

• Rhinoplasty  (nasal  contouring) 

• Chin  or  cheek  augmentation 

• Abdominoplasty  (tummy  tuck) 

• Labiaplasty,  Phalloplasty 

• Thyroid  cartilage  reduction 

• Revision  of  problems  related  to  previous  surgery. 


Non-surgical  Procedures: 

• Full  line  of  top  quality  skin  care  products 

• Make  up  evaluation  and  training 

• Permanent  make  up,  electrolysis 

• Botox,  Collagen,  Restylane,  Radiesse,  Sculptra 

• Lip  augmentation  and  contouring 

• Laser  treatments  for  hair  removal,  acne,  spider  veins, 
birthmarks,  brown  spots  & wrinkles 

• Chemical  peels,  Microdermabrasion 

• Voice  Training 

• Hormonal  therapy  and  monitoring 

• Psychosocial  counseling,  evaluation  and  clearance 
for  surgery 

• Legal  services  for  name  change,  discrimination 
issues,  etc. 

• On-site  overnight  accommodations  available 


Make  your  dreams  come  true  with  personalized  and  highly  customized 

treatment  plans  for  your  special  needs. 


For  more  information  and  to  schedule  a private 
consultation  call  610-667-1888. 

Financing  Available 


http://www.thetransgendercenter.com 


drshermanleis@drshermanleis.com 


Nova  China* 
PO  Box  975 , 
Dearborn,  Ml 
48121 


Sarah  Thomas 
Pennsylvania 


Ellen  McKinnon , 
California 


In  San  Jose 

Carla  Blair 

Carla’s  Salon  and  Boutique 


• Transformations 

• Fem  Fashions 

• Wigs 

• Cosmetics 

• Private  Consultations 

124  Race  Street 
San  Jose,  CA  95126 

(408) 298-6900 

www.carlas.com 


In  Santa  Cruz 
Denae  Doyle  of  Femlmage 
Femininity  and  Movement  Coach 

• Feminine  Movement™  and 
Voice  Instructional  DVDs 
by  Denae  Doyle 

• Private  Consultations  and 
Coaching  available 

PO  Box  2977 
Santa  Cruz,  CA  95065 

(831)  479-1282 

www.FemImage.com 


Carla  Blair  Northern  California  s Leading  Ladies  Denae  Doyle 
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This  issue  I'm  going  out  on  a limb  and  I know  that 
some  of  you  might  give  me  some  flack.  However,  I 
think  that  many  of  us  acknowledge  that  the  term  "trans- 
gendered"  is  not  unique  to  those  of  us  who  go  the  M to 
F route.  Likewise,  the  term  "drag",  like  so  many  things 
in  our  community,  can  go 
both  ways.  Admittedly, 
when  we  hear  someone 
refer  to  "being  in  drag"  or  a 
"drag  show"  we  tend  to 
picture  over-the-top  make- 
up, hair,  tiaras,  and  some 
queen  doing  cartwheels  to 
a Tina  Turner  song.  Lesser 
know  are  our  "brothers"  in 
the  drag  world,  the  Drag 
Kings.  I recently  had  the 
great  fortune  to  sit  down 
with  Dante  Difranco,  a 
king  from  Duluth,  Min- 
nesota, and  talk  to  him 
about  the  more  manly  side 
of  drag.  What  I found  was 
an  articulate  spokesperson 
for  the  transgendered  com- 
munity, an  author,  a film- 
maker... a renaissance  man! 

So  bear  with  me  ladies  as 
we  temporarily  change  the 
name  of  my  column  from 
Current  Queens  to  Current 
Kings! 

To  say  that  Dante  is  a 
busy  guy  is  an  understate- 
ment. His  website  bio  tells 
some  of  the  story.  He  runs 
the  largest  drag  king  list- 


serve  "dragkinging"  on  the  Internet  through  Yahoo. 
During  the  Summer  of  2002,  he  performed  along  the 
East  Coast  in  his  solo  tour,  "Gender  Distortion."  The 
following  fall,  he  joined  up  with  Club  Casanova  out  of 
New  York,  and  toured  another  18,000  miles  around 

Canada  and  the  U.S.. 
He  is  also  the  author 
of  the  book,  "The  Art 
of  Drag  Kinging, 
Dragging  Out  Your 
Inner  King"  which  is 
available  at  Barnes  & 
Noble  and  Amazon. 
Other  than  print, 
Dante  is  also  an 
independent  film- 
maker. His  most 
recent  piece  is  a doc- 
umentary dedicated 
to  following  his  most 
recent  drag  king  tour 
over  a 3-month  peri- 
od, "The  Men  of 
Club  Casanova  Fall 
Tour  2002." 

ST:  Hi  Dante, 

thanks  for  agreeing 
to  be  interviewed  for 
a magazine  called 
LadyLike!  Why  don't 
you  tell  us  about 
your  "kinging" 

D:  Well  I started  in 
1999.  I was  out  for 
about  3 years  before 
I even  performed.  I 
got  into  it  by  acci- 
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dent,  really.  I went  to  a show  one  night  and  saw  some 
kings  and  thought,  "I  could  do  that."  So  next  show  I 
got  all  dressed  up  but  I didn't  have  a clue!  I glued  a 
fake  beard  to  myself  with  Elmer's  school  glue!  I had 
these  horrible  big  boots;  it  was  just  a mess.  Anyway, 
the  M.C.  told  me  that  one  of  the  kings  didn't  show 
and  asked  if  I'd  do  a number.  It  was  there  that  I decid- 
ed to  give  it  a try  and  I loved  it. 

ST:  How  did  you  move  past  the  Elmer's  glue  stage? 

D:  Well,  there  weren't  many  resources.  I had  to  talk 
to  other  kings  and  find  out  about  spirit  gum  and  pack- 


ing. (Packing  is  the  art  of  creating  a penis-like  look  in 
your  pants  girls.  -ST.)  So  through  some  mentoring  and 
trial  and  error  I learned  enough  to  write  my  book, 
"The  Art  of  Drag  Kinging."  It's  really  the  first  book  to 
give  a clear  picture  of  how  Kings  fit  into  the  drag 
scheme.  It  goes  into  the  culture  that  surrounds  it.  I try 
to  give  advice  on  how  to  become  a drag  king.  Most  of 
all  I wanted  to  provide  plenty  of  resources  to  the  aspir- 
ing king. 

ST:  Wow!  I know  that  queens  and  T Girls  have 
plenty  of  resources  but  I didn't  know  there  wasn't 
much  for  F to  M folk.  I understand  you've  had  quite 
the  touring  schedule. 

D:  Yes,  I toured  the  East  Coast  for  three  months  with 
my  "Gender  Distortion"  tour.  I spent  another  three 
months  touring  Canada  and  other  parts  of  the  U.S..  I 
guess  I put  on  about  1 8,000  miles  that  tour. 
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ST:  And  you  still  found  time  to  get  your  book  pub- 
lished. Do  you  have  any  fun  or  interesting  memories 
from  your  touring? 

D:  Sure  (laughs).  I was  in  Vancouver  doing  a show 
in  front  7000  people  and  I was  going  on  stage  and 
realized  that  I forgot  to  pack!  I had  to  grab  this  huge 
blueberry  muffin  from  the  buffet  table  and  use  it.  So 
there  I was  doing  my  act  and  I had  to  worry  about  the 


muffin  crumbling  and  having  blueberries  and  crumbs 
come  out  my  pants! 


ST:  A muffin,  what  an  ironic  choice  of  packing 
material. 

D:  (Laughs)  Yeah,  a little  odd.  Dante  is  a high  ener- 
gy performer,  kind  of  spastic  and  crazy.  Plus  I try  to 
use  a lot  of  humor.  Sometimes  I'll  use  a superhero 
costume,  anything  goes. 

ST:  Do  you  see  drag  kings  as  the  lesbian  answer  to 
drag  queens?  They  seem  to  be  a relatively  recent  phe- 
nomenon. 

D:  It's  true  that  queens  have  helped  to  set  the  stage 
for  some  kings  but  actually,  female  to  male  drag  has  a 
long  history.  Some  can  be  traced  back  to  ancient 
Egypt.  There  are  stories  of  Civil  War  soldiers  who 
were  crossclressed  to  fight.  Some  sources  cite  an  F to 
M crossdressed  Pope.  Contemporary  examples  are 
Annie  Lenox,  Madonna,  and  Grace  Jones. 

ST:  I guess  we  can't  forget  Joan  of  Arc. 

D:  Of  course  not! 


ST:  Are  your  audiences  mostly  women? 

D:  No,  I play  for  mixed  crowds  especially  when  I 
do  university  shows.  I'll  even  have  parents  bringing 


their  kids.  I try  to  have  a family  friendly  act. 


ST:  Quite  different  from  some  queens  who  may  be 
ribald  and  over  the  top.  Well,  we're  about  out  of  time 
so  one  last  question.  Is  Dante  just  an  act  or  do  you 
consider  yourself  transgendered? 

D:  Definitely  TG.  Inside  there's  always  a boy  want- 
ing to  come  out.  To  me  TG  is  very  open-ended.  I 
guess  I'd  consider  myself  "two-spirited" 

ST:  Dante,  thank  you  for  a wonderful  window  into 
the  world  of  Drag  Kings!  Also  for  the  great  tip.  Next 
time  I misplace  my  breast  forms  I'm  going  to  use 
blueberry  muffins! 

D:  Great  talking  to  you. 

Dante  can  be  reached  through  his  website: 

www. dantedifranco.com 

Sarah  Thomas  is  the  crazed  Libertarian  lead  gui- 
tarist of  Los  Nutsacks  and  the  official  drag  queen  rep- 
resentative for  the  National  Rifle  Association.  Live 
Free  or  Die! 
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Jayne , Maine 
Fwd.  44451*, 


Ellen 

McKinnon, 

California 


Angela  Eoxx , 
PO  80x514, 
Chesterfield, 
MO  63006 


Roberta i, 
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Joan,  Texas 


Kalyssa 

Photos  and  makeup 
Amanda  Richards 


Jane 

(John  C.  Walker, 

7 7 Chocawhatchee  Rd., 
Ft.  Walton , FL  32548) 


42 


CHRISTMAS  SURREAL 

Yea,  'tis  the  season!  Picture  well  the  scene: 

A fireplace  lit;  surrounding  kin  and  kith; 

A hearty  meal  in  lieu  of  life's  routine; 

Joy,  peace,  and  love!  (Or  so  purports  the  myth.) 

These  thoughts  in  mind,  she  showers,  shaves,  and  scents; 
Slips  into  lingerie,  a party  dress; 

Thus  reinventing  what  she  represents 
To  heed  an  urge  she  simply  can't  repress. 

Purse  slung  o'er  shoulder,  boots  on  stockinged  feet, 
Fur-collared  coat  to  hug  her  slender  frame, 

She  hurries  out  the  building's  third-floor  suite 
Into  a world  where  no  one  knows  her  name. 

With  sense  of  purpose,  midnight  unto  dawn, 

She  walks  e'er  further  on,  and  on,  and  on... 

Despite  the  frigid  air,  the  daunting  snow, 

A destination  will  remain  in  sight; 

Beyond  a vague  horizon's  distant  glow, 

Beneath  the  stars  that  glitter  in  the  night. 

Was  it  sheer  destiny?  Mere  happenstance? 

A quirk  of  fate?  A conflict  spawned  at  birth? 

Clear  consciousness  blurs  to  a semi-trance, 

To  childhood  years  replete  with  cheer  and  mirth... 


Gay  carols.  Dazzling  lights.  A fragrant  tree. 

The  cards.  The  gifts:  each  book,  neat  game  and  toy. 
When  she  would  run  to  sit  on  Daddy's  knee. 

When  she  was  Mommy's  precious  little  boy... 

Both  loved  ones  gone  and  no  soul  left  to  care, 
Hence,  answering  a call  she  can't  postpone, 

She  chooses  whom  to  be  and  what  to  wear. 

This  woman  wanders  through  the  streets  - alone. 

Roxanne  Van  Ness 
Fwd.  #2124 


Errata:  issue  #62 

On  page  41  in 
the  last  column  of 
Roxanne's  article 
"Duck-Billed  Plati- 
tudes" we  printed 
"...20,000  male-to- 
female  fenderben- 
ders"  in  the 
Montreal  area.  That 
number  should 
have  been  50,000. 
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Jane  Peabody 
came  in  from 
New  Jersey  to 
attend  the 
convention. 


Angela  had  to  show  off  her 
Betsey  Johnson  dress  Friday 
night. 


Christine 
Hochberg  holds 
an  award  she 
received  at  the 
beginning  of  the 
year  for  her 
dedication  to 
helping  out  at 
TG  events. 


Kelly  O'Tool  and 
Amanda 
Richards 
happened  to  be 
posing  when  we 
took  this  candid 
shot. 


Our  editor  shows  that  she  learned  her  lessons  from  Vanna 
White  as  she  poses  before  the  LadyLike  booth  in  the  Be-All 
vendor  room.  Thanks  to  all  the  LL  subscribers  who  stopped 

to  say  hello! 
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Diane  Lake  and  Be-All  Chair  Olivia 
Connors  pose  for  the  camera. 


Oh  my! 
How'd  that 
centerfold 
get  in  there? 


Her  interest 
has  been 
attracted  by 
something  she 
sees... 


This  young  lady  has  a copy  of  LadyLike. 


Time,  Space  and  a Diverse  Universe 

I just  finished  reading  two  books  by  noted  physicist 
Stephen  Hawking.  The  books,  A Brief  History  of  Time 
and  The  Universe  in  a Nutshell , are  attempts  at  mak- 
ing the  complicated  mathematical  world  of  physics 
understandable  by  the  lay  person.  Hawking  has  a 
knack  for  doing  just  that  and  I thoroughly  enjoyed 
reading  both  books. 

What  stands  out  in  sharp  contrast  in  both  these 
books  is  how  our  view  of  the  world  around  us  and  the 
universe  has  changed  overtime.  Initially,  philosophers 
developed  theories  and  schema  to  explain  their  obser- 
vations of  the  natural  world.  As  more  and  more 
detailed  observations  were  made,  theories  were 
scrapped  or  revamped.  Eventually  we  developed 
enough  knowledge  about  the  physical  world  to  move 
our  understanding  out  of  the  realm  of  "magic"  and 
into  the  realm  of  "science."  (Arthur  C.  Clark  has  said 
that  any  sufficiently  advanced  technology  would 
appear  to  a primitive  society  as  indistinguishable  from 
magic.)  Sir  Isaac  Newton  (a  thoroughly  nasty  yet  bril- 
liant man)  developed  one  of  the  prime  "laws"  of 
physics,  i.e.,  Force  = mass  x acceleration  (F=ma). 

That  served  us  well  for  a couple  hundred  years  until 
we  started  pushing  around  electrons.  Now,  electrons 
have  very  little  mass  so  we  can  apply  huge  forces  and 
accelerate  them  to  extremely  large  velocities.  Or  can 
we?  Turns  out  a fellow  named  Albert  Einstein  showed 
that  the  limit  to  which  we  can  accelerate  anything  is 
the  speed  of  light  (about  300  Km/sec  or  700  Million 
mph).  Experiments  bear  out  this  speed  limit. 

As  scientists  experimented  more  with  the  electron 
and  other  nuclear  particles,  they  began  to  wonder 
about  how  these  particles  behaved  because  some- 
times that  acted  like  discrete  particles  and  other  times 
they  behaved  like  waves.  This  led  to  the  quantum 
mechanics  theory  of  particle  behavior. 

Weli,  now  we're  getting  somewhere.  Or  are  we? 
Guess  what?  Einstein  didn't  "believe"  in  quantum 
mechanics.  He  even  went  so  far  as  to  say,  "God  does 
not  play  dice  with  the  universe."  Yet,  the  accumulated 
experimental  evidence  has  shown  that  quantum 
mechanics  is  a pretty  good  way  to  look  at  particle 
behavior.  In  fact,  another  physicist  (I  believe  it  was 
Richard  Feynman)  said,  "Not  only  does  God  play  dice 
with  the  universe,  He  often  throws  them  where  you 
can't  see  them."  Physicists  now  believe  they  have  a 


pretty  good  picture  of 
how  the  universe 
behaves  and  they've  been  able  to  make  some  good  pre- 
dictions that  have  been  borne  out  by  experiments. 

The  basis  for  all  this  has  been  the  Scientific  Method. 
You  make  a bunch  of  observations,  think  about  it  for  a 
while,  postulate  a theory  that  seems  to  fit  the  observa- 
tions and  then  go  design  experiments  to  test  the  theory 
further.  The  idea  is  to  test  the  theory  to  failure.  A good 
theory  is  one  which  can  be  proved  WRONG  by  an 
experiment.  Here's  an  example  of  a bad  theory  - flying 
saucers  do  not  exist.  Why  is  that  a bad  theory? 
Because  all  we  need  is  to  find  one  real  flying  saucer 
and  the  theory  fails.  Got  it? 

Okay,  so  here  we  are  in  the  21  st  Century  and,  of  all 
people,  the  President  of  the  United  States  makes  a 
public  statement  that  Intelligent  Design  should  be 
taught  right  alongside  Evolution  Theory  in  science 
classes.  Bzzzzzzt!  Wrong. 

Intelligent  Design  is  the  notion  that  the  universe  is 
too  complex  and  too  organized  for  it  to  have  all  start- 
ed by  accident.  Okay,  how  do  you  test  that  as  a theo- 
ry? You  can't.  In  fact,  Intelligent  Design  as  theory  is  the 
antithesis  of  the  scientific  method.  You  believe  it 
because  you  want  to,  not  because  there  is  any  empiri- 
cal proof.  Intelligent  Design  is  a belief,  a philosophy  if 
you  will.  You  want  to  teach  Intelligent  Design?  Fine, 
teach  it  in  Philosophy  class,  not  in  Biology. 

Someone,  somewhere,  is  cooking  up  a new  pet  the- 
ory to  explain  some  aspect  of  the  world  to  their  own 
liking.  It's  always  been  this  way.  But  in  the  end,  scien- 
tific truth  always  prevails.  The  earth  is  not  flat.  The 
planets  do  not  revolve  around  the  earth.  Time  is  not 
absolute.  Man  was  not  created  in  a day.  Sex  is  not 
"dirty".  There  is  no  such  thing  as  a "man"  or  a 
"woman"  (Go  ahead,  test  it.) 

The  universe  is  not  absolute  and  fixed.  It's  expand- 
ing and  incredibly  diverse.  As  the  universe  is  fluid,  so 
are  we,  its  inhabitants  made  from  starstuff.  People 
cannot  and  should  not  be  pigeon-holed  into  arbitrary 
social  constructs  called  "man"  and  "woman."  We 
need  to  be  free  to  explore  who  we  need  to  be  to  be 
happy  and  co-exist  with  the  rest  of  the  universe.  Intel- 
ligent Design  and  other  fundamentalist  theories  will 
only  rob  us  of  this  freedom. 

Stay  frosty- 


-JoAnn  Roberts 


A Glamour  Boutique 


GB1  Finally  Feminine  Hips  And  Fanny  Shaper  Paniy 

This  is  our  best  padded  parity!  It  creates  a smooth,  natural  looking  female  hips 
and  butt.  Easy  on  and  off.  We  feel  that  this  is  one  of  the  best  padded  panties  on 
the  market.  Reinforced  crotch  area  also  serves  as  an  excellent  gaff! 

Colors:  Black,  Beige  • Sizes:  {by  waist)  28-30,  32-34,  36-38.  40-42,  44+ 

Price:  $44.95 


Thong  Style  SlingShot  Gaff. 

Our  gaff  is  made  of  a strong  nylon  and 
lycra  blend  to  provide  that  all  important 
flat  look. 

Colors:  Black,  White,  Red,  Beige 

Sizes:  S:  28-30,  M:  32-34,  L:  36-28,  XL:  38-42 

Price:  $24.95  2 for  $40 


2700  Jiggle  Bra. 

See-through  bra 
with  pockets  for 
silicone  breastforms. 


Colors:  Black,  White,  Nude 

Price:  $26.95  2 for  $45.00 


GER005  Steel  Boned  Corset 

This  corset  has  the  pulling  power  of  the 
more  expensive  corsets.  Steel  boned  with 
a 65-35  polyester/cotton  blend  material.  12 
inches  high  and  works  great  with  women 
and  men. Comes  with  loops  for  6 garters. 
Sizes:  24-40  (order  4”smaller  than  your  waist) 
Colors:  Black  • Price:  $99.95 
GER6  Imported  German  Garter  Set  $9.95 


GL2000N  Silicone  Breastform. 

Produced  by  the  leading,  most  reputable 
laboratory  in  Germany,  utilizing  a special- 
ized medical  silicone  formula  that  produces 
a high  degree  of  flexibility  and  weight. 


Sizes:  Order  by  bra  size.  (i.e.  38D) 

Price:  $189.95 


NIP1 

Super  Realistic 
Prominent  Nipples. 

Available  with  large  areo- 
las  (2”)  or  small  (1  5/8”) 


Price:  $19.95 


CP  132 
Pink  Beard 
Neutralizer 

Price:  $6.95 


SSBm 


TATI 

Beard  Cover 

Colors:  1 -Light, 
2-Medium,  3-Tan, 
4-Dark 

Price:  $8.98 


B-19 

Blue  Beard 
Neutralizer 

Price:  $6.95 


NEW  AND  IMPROVED! 

ADI  Hollister  Medical 
Adhesive  Price:  $27.95 

ADR  Hollister  Adhesive 
Remover  Price:  $4.95 


ylA^/VU^y  www.glamourboutique.com 

Use  this  order  form  to  mail  or  FAX  us  your  order!  Glamour  Boutique,  850  Southbridge  St,  Auburn  MA  01501  • FAX:  508-347-2427 


Shipping  Information 


Payment  Information 


Name. 
Street. 
City 


visa  <es  ■ -it- 

Card  Number 


Money  Order  VisaD  • Master  Card  Discover  AMEX  □ 

Exp  


State 


-Zip 


Billing  Address 
City 


State 


Best  way  for  us  to  contact  you:  E-Mail  Address 


Zip 


Phone 


Item  No. 

Description 

Color 

Size 

Price 



Subtotal: 


Shipping:  (U.S.-  $5.95  • Canada  -$9.95) 


Total: 


850  Southbridge  St.  • Auburn,  MA  01501  • 508-721-7800  • toll  free  888-721-8688  • e-mail  jwarrener@aol.com 
714  E.  Sahara  Ave.  #250  • Las  Vegas,  NV  89104  • 702-697-1800  • 866-692-1800  • fax  702-697-1700  • e-mail  glamourboutique2@aol.com 


Hands  down,  TGForum  is  the 
best,  most  comprehensive,  most 
uplto  date  TG  resource  on  the 
net  today. 

Where,  else  will  you  get  50  weeks 
£,of  compelling  news,  advice,  and 
entertainment?  In  word,  nowhere 
because  no  one  provides  the 
breadth  and  depth  of  content 


/Plus,  we  offer  resources  second 

r .yeti 

to  none.  Want  to  know  where 
to  buy. . .anything^Vi^^our^ 
Shopping  mall.  Want  your  own 
private  email  account  or  a ^ 
personal  web  page?  We  offer 
that,  too,  no  extra  charge. 

All  this  for  $0.75  a week?  You 
better  believe  it!  Check  out  the 
free  edition,  then  subscribe  to 
get  all  the  goodies. 


um.com 


TGForum  is  brought  to  you  by  3-D  Communications,  Inc.,  a transgendered 
owned  and  operated  web  presence.  Contact  us  about  getting  your  organization 
or  business  on  the  Worldwide  Web.  [webmaster@tgforum.com] 


tfie  information  you  need.  . . ant  a place  to  call  home! 
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